
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 





'Tirrn 



TnJTX" 



rjir 



*c' 









V 



H'^-V- 



\ 






POEMS 

O N 

SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 



By the R E V E R E ?: n ^ 



•- \ 



Mr. STEPHEN DUCK.>: 



With a Life of the Author, by tlie Rev. 
; Joseph Spence, late Profcflbr of Poetry 
I in the Univexfity of Oxford. 



The Fourth Edition. 



LONDON: 

\ Pfinted for John Rivingtonj T. Longmk\iv\ 
I Ha WE5, Clakk^^ and CoLi-i\a^\ ^.w\ 

/ Geokgz Knap p. k\i>cci*x\v» 




T O T H E 



QUEEN. 



MADAM, 



TH 
M 



E great Honour Your 
Majefty has done me, in gjv- 
' ing me Leave to prefix Your Royal 
• Name to the following Poems, does 
\ Hot encourage me to prefume they 
V arje worthy to be laid at Your Feet 
I A3 
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on any other Account, but only as 
they are an humble Tribute of Duty, 
offer'd from a thankful Heart to a 
gracious Benefadrefs. Your Ma- 
jefly has indeed the fame Right to 
them, as You have to the Fruits of a 
Tree, which You have tranfplanted 
out of a barren Soil into a fertile 
and beautiful Garden. It w^as Your 
Generofity which brought me out 
of Obfcurity, and ftill condefcends 
to proteA me ; like the Supreme 
Being, who continually fupports the 
meaneft Creature, which his Good- 
nefs has produced. 

I have Room here to expatiate 

upon a very inviting Subjed ; but 

Your 
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Your Majefty has nobly prevented 
all Panegyric, even from the beft 
Pens, by building Your Fame on 
a much more lading Bafis, than 
that of Praife in Dedications, 
Your Encouragement of Arts and 
Sciences^ Your Efteem and Friend- 
fhip for all Defenders of Truth, 
while they are living, the Regard 
You pay to their Memories when 
dead, and your generous Care of 
their Widows and Orphans, record 
Your Virtues in fuch Charadlers as 
will ever be legible. Your Chri- 
ftian Love to Mankind, Your zeal- 
ous Endeavours to promote Reli- 
gimy a Soul made tender to feel 
A 4 csvsx 
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our Misfortunes, and a Will in- 
clin'd to redrefs them, are fuch 
amiable and heavenly Qualities, as 
fhine beft by their own Light, and 
can receive no Luftre from the fineft 
Defcription. 

May Heaven long preferve Your 
Majefty to pradife all thefe Virtues, 
to be a perpetual Source of Com- 
fort and Joy to our glorious Mo- 
narch, a Bleffing to the Nation, 
and a noble Pattern of Beneficence 
and Generofity to future Queens. 
Your Majefty's great Goodnefs to 
myfelf draws this Prayer from a 
Heart fill'd vy^ith Gratitude. As 

there 



DEDICATION, ix 
there is fo little Merit in what You 
now honour with Your Royal Pro- 
tedion, I fhall endeavour to fupply 
the* Defedls, the only Way that is 
in my Power, by my Thanks, and 
Prayers for Your Majefty : Thefe 
I will ever continue, and always 
make it my greateft Ambition to 
fhew with what profound Refpeft 
I am, 

MADAM, 

Tour MAJESTT's 

Mofi Graiefuly 
Mojl Devoted^ and 
Mofi Dutiful SenwUj 
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PREFACE. 



jT^^H^T" I propofe in this Preface, 
^^ is only to befpeak the Reader's Good^ 
nature y and to fayfomething which may incline 
him to pardon what he cannot commend. I have 
indeed but a poor Defence to make for the Things 
I have wrote: I don't think them good, and bet ^ 
ter Judges will doubtlefs think worfe of them 
than Ida/ Only this, I believe, I may fay of 
them, That, if they have nothing to delight 
" tbofe who may chance to read them, -they have 

nothing to give Modefly a Slujh 5 if nothing to 

A 6 enter* 
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tain and improve the Mind, they have nothing 
to debauch and corrupt it. 

Another Motive, that 1 hope may induce 
the Reader to overlook the DefeSls in this Vo- 
lume, is,. That the oldeJiPoem in it is little 
more than fix Tears of Age \ and a confider- 
able Part of the Time fince that was writ^ 
has been fpent in endeavouring Jo learn a Lan^ 
guage, of which I was then entirely ignorant j 
tbo\ I fear, the few Attempts I have made 
An TranJlationSy will too well convince the Pub^ 
lie, to bow Utile Purpofe I have employed n^ 
Time. I confefs my f elf guilty of a great Pre-- 
fumption in publijhing Imitations of Horace^ 
when many eminent Hands have done it much 
better before me : But when I was only endea- 
vouring to under jiand him, I found it difficult 
to -conquer a Temptation I had to imitate fome 
of his Thoughts, which mightily pleas d me. 
If I may be forgiven this Experiment, J pro-- 

mife 
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mfe to trouble ibe World with nothing of this 
Nature again j at Jeajiy till I may be able to do 
Wf Author more Juftice. 

I have not r/yfelf been Jo fond of writings 
as might he imagind from feeing fo many 
iThings of mine arare got together in this Book. 
Several of them are on SubjeSis that were given 
me by Perfons^ to whom I have fuch great 
Obligations^ that I always thought their i)^- 
Jires Commands. My Want of Education 
mil be too evident from tbem^ for me to men- 
tion it here r And I hope^ when the Reader 
^weighs my Performances^ be will put that, and 
other Difadva?2tages into the Scale. 

I am afraid^ the Letter relating to myfelf 
wrote by a worthy and learned Gentleman^ will 
bethought an improper Thing in a Publication 
made by myfelf: But, as I was defred to pre- 
fix it, by Perfons whom I think it an Honour 
to obey^ I hope it will be pardon di and the 

ratber^ 
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rather i becaufe a very falfe Account had Been 
publiJUd bejorey by a Per/on wbofeems to have 
bad as little Regard for Trutby as be hadpr 
Bonejlyy when hejlole my Poems. 

I would willingly here make known my Oblv-^ 
gations to thoje worthy Perjons who firft took 
Notice oj me in the midji of Poverty and La- 
bour, were I not afraid^ my Gratitude^ thus 
publickly exprefs'dy would offend them more than 
my Silence. However^ I mujl beg leave to 
return my Thanks to a Reverend Gentleman of \ 
Wiltfhire, and to another cf Wincheflter : 
The former made my Life more comfortable^ 
as foon as he knew me ; the latter ^ after giving 
mefeveralTeJiimonies of his Bounty andGood^ 
nefsy prefented my frji Effays to a Lady of 
^t^lity attending on the ^een, who made n^ 
low Circumjlances known to. Her Majefly. 

Ihope toOy that all thofe Honourable Per-^ 
fons^ whofe Names do me Jo much Credit at 



^ P R E F A C E^ XV 

the Beginning of my Bookj in the ^arto Edi- 
tion^ mil accept my Acknowledgments and 
thanks for fo liberal a ^ubfcription : And as 
this Volume y I fi^^^ will tell them^ tbey have 
not encouraged a Poet, I will endeavour to 
Jet them fee they have been generous to an honeft 
Man. 
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A N 

A C C O UN T 

OF THE 

AUTHOR; 

In a LETTER to a Friend* 
Written in the Tear 1730. 

S I Ry 

I Don't wonder that^you fhould defirc fo dil^ 
rinft an Account, how Stephen Duck came 
to write Verfes, and how he manag*d in 
writing them. Philofophers find as much Sub- 
jcft for their Admiration in the minuteft Bodies,, 
as in the largeft ; and a Poet from the Barn, 
tho* not fb great a Man, is as great a Curiofity, 
as a Didtator from the Plough. I can be parti- 
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cular enough as to his firft fetting out in Poe- 
try 5 and, fince you feem to defire it, (hall giycr^.j 
you all the Circumftances I could learn from •; 
Week's Converfation with him in all his Sim- 
plicity ; without confidering, that many of 
them, to a Perfon lefs curious, might appear 
too trifling to be mentioned even in a Letter. 

My Friend Stephen had originally no other 
Teaching, than what enabled him to read, and 
write Engltfh ; he had never taken a fingle Step 
toward any other Language. As Arithmeticfc 
is generally joined with this Degree of Learn- 
ing, he had a little Share of that too. About 
his Fourteenth Year he was taken from School^ * 
and was afterwards fucceflivcly engag'd in the 
fcveral loweft Employments of a Country Life. 
This lafted for feme Years ; fo long, that he had 
forgot almoft all the Arithmetick he had learned 
at School: However he read fometimes, and 
thought oftener. He had a certain Longing 
after Knowledge -, and when he refleded with-- 
in himfelf on his Want of Education, he began 
to be particularly uneafy, that he ihould have 
forgot fomethingof what he had learnt, even at 
the little School he had been at. He thought 
of this fo often, that at laft he refolv'd to try his \ 
awn Strength ; and, if poflible, to recover his 
Arithmetick again.. 

Hw. 
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His firft Attempt of this Kind I take to have 
been about Six Years ago. Confidering the 
Difficulties the poor Fellow lay under, this In- 
clination for Knowledge muft have been rery 
ftrong in him. He was then married, and at 
Service ; he had little Time to fpare ; he had 
no Books, and no Money to get any : But he 
was refolv*d to go thro' with it •, and accord- 
ingly us'd to work more than other Day-labour- 
ers, and by that Means got fome Iktlc Matter 
added to his Pay. This Overplus was at his 
own Difpofal. With this he bought firft a Book 
of Vulgar Arithmetick, then one of Decimal, 
and a third of Meafuring of Land ; all which 
by degrees he made himfelf a tolerable Matter 
of, in thofe Hours he could fteal from his Sleep, 
after the Labours of the Day. 

Where there was fuch a Defire for Know- 
ledge, there muft be good Senfe at bottom, and 
a Soul, at leaft, fomewhat above the common 
Converfatk>n he muft meet with in his poor 
State of Life. I have alk'd him, whom he had 
that he could talk and converfe with in the 
Country j and was pleased to find him, in this 
Particular, happier than I expefted' He faid, he 
had one dear Friend, that he mentioned with un- 
common AfFedion. They us'd to talk and read 
together, when they could fteal a little Time for 
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it. This Friend had been in a Service at Ijm 
don for two or three Years : He had an Inclini 
tion to Books ; he had purchased fome, 
brought 'em down with him into the Country 4 
and Stephen had always the Ufe of his little Li- 1 
brary ; which by this Time, poflibly, may be* 
increased to two or three dozen of Books. This- 
Friend knew no more out of EngUJb than Ste-^ 
pben^ but by talking together they mutually 
improved each other. Stephen is all Simplicity : 
He fays, " That his Friend can talk better thaa4 
** he, as having been more us*d to- Company 4-/ 
•* but that he himfelf has been, more us'd to. 
•• Poetry, and in that can do better thanr bit- 
** Friend/* 

Had it not been for this, Stephen muft have. 
been placed in the fame Clafs with fliw JE&f 
Tokdhan^ and the young, Hermes in Mr. Ram* 
/afs Cyrus: but the Story of their Improve* 1 
ments without any Afliftance agrees only with. ^ 
Romances ; and you. know, what I am writing. ' 
to you is a true Hiftory. Our retired Philo- ^ 
ibpher had his Friend ; and it feems to have 
been the grcateft Happinefs of his Life that he- , 
had one. They did not only read, but reafoh'd 
over Points together ; and I have fometime's* 
thought, how agreeable a Thing it would have 
been, ta have been concealed within hearing of 
them, when they were in themidft of fome oF | 
' their 2 
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jir moft knotty Debates. Wc may imagine 
roi both to have had good natural Senfe, and 
few good Books in common between them : 
heir Minds were their own ; neither improved, 
n- ipoil'd, by laying in a Stock of Learning : 
hey were perhaps equally well inclined to learn, 
)th ftruggling for a little Knowledge ; and, 
vt a Couple of Rowers on the fame Bottom, 
bile they were only ftriving, perhaps, which 
ould outdo his Companion, they were really 
ich helping the other, and driving the Boat on 
\t fader. 

Perhaps you would be willing to know 
hat Books their little Library confided of. I 
eed not mention thofe of Arithmetick again, 
or his Bible : MiUon^ the SpeSatars^ and Seneca^ 
nere his firil Favourites ; iekmachus^ with an- 
ther Piece by the fame Hand, and Addiftnfs 
)efence of Chriftianity, his next. They had 
A Ef^Ulb Dictionary, and a Sort of Englijb 
jrammar, an Ovid of long danding with them, 
md a Bysjhe^s Art of Poetry of latter Acquifi- 
ion : Senecds Morals made the Name of VE- 
kange dear to them ; and, as I imagine, might 
occauon their getting his Jofephus in Folio, 
which was the largcd Purchacc in their Collec- 
rion: They had one Volume of Shakefpeare^ 
widi Seven of his Plays in it. Befide thefe, 
^^bm had'rcad three or four other Plays ; fome 
4 Cil 
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of EpiSetus^ fFalkry Bryden's Virgth Prio 
Hudibrafsj Tom Br^wn^ and the London Sp^ 
You may fee I am a faithful Hiftorian, by ir 
giving you the Bad with the Good. 

With thefe Helps Stephen h grown fomi 

thing of a Poet, and fomething of a Philofi 

pher. I find by him, that, from his Infancy, h 

las had a Caft in his Mind toward Poetry. H 

las delighted, as far back as he can rcmembe; 

in Verfes, and in Singbg. He fpeaks of ftrang 

Emotions that he has felt on the top Pcrfoi 

mances of the little Choir of Songfters in a Coui: 

try Chancel ; and mentions his firft hearing c 

an Organ^ as a remarkable Epocha of his Lif( 

He feems to be a pretty good Judge too of 

mufical Line ; but I imagine, that he does nc 

hear Verfes in his own Mind, as he repeat 

them. I don*t know whether you underftaa 

me. J mean, that his Ideas of Notes in a Verfi 

and his Manner of repeating the fame Verft 

are often different. For he points out an hai 

monious Line well enough ; and yet he generall; 

Ipoils its Harmony by his Way of fpeaking it. 

What firft gave him a higher Tafte of Poc 
try, than he had been us*d to, was Milton\ 
Paradife Lofi. This came oddly enough int< 
his Hands ; and when I fee you, I'll tell yoi 
the Hiftory of it. Stephen read it over twio 

o 
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thrice mth a Didkionary, before he could 
iderftand the Language of it thoroughly, 
[lis, and a Sort of EngUJb Graqimar they 
d, have been of the grcatcfl: Ufe to him of 
y Thing, 

Indeed it feems plain to me, that he has 
)t Engli/b juft as we get Latin. He Qudy'd 
n'oMfe Lofi^ as others ftudy the Clafllcs. The 
;w Beauties in that Poeni, that were continuallj 
>ening upon his Mind, made his Labour eaiy 
i him. He work'd all- Day for his Matter; 
id, after :the Labour of the Day, fet to his 
ooks at Night. The Pains he has taken for 
ic Pleafure of improving himfelf are incredible ; 
at it has anfwer'd too beyond what one could 
ave expeded \ for he feems to undcrftand fome 
f the great and deeper Beauties of that Poem 
derably well -, and points out feveral particular 
eauties in it, which it requires a good nice Eye 
) difcover. 

TwAS his Friend that helped him to the 
feSators •, they read them often together, and 
ftcn by themfelves, Stephen tells me, that he 
las frequently carry'd them with him to his 
/Vork. When he did fo, his Method was to 
abour harder than any body elfe, that he might 
jet Half an Hour to read a SpeSator^ without 
iDJaring his Mafter. By this means he us'd to 
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fit down all over Sweat and Heat, without re« 
garding his own Health, and often to the Pre- 
judice of it. If this afiefts you, as it has me, I 
ought not to pafs it over, that you may not lole 
the Pleafure of fo ftrong an Inftance of Honefty. 
and Induftry mixt together. 

The Spe£iators improvM his Underftanding,* 
he fays, more than any Thing. The Copies^ 
of Verfes fcatter'd in thofe Pieces, help*d on his* 
natural Bent that Way ; and made him willing^ 
to try, whether he could not do fomething like 
them. He fometimes turn*d his own Thought* 
into Verfe, while he was at Work ; and at iafl^ 
began to venture thofe Thoughts a little on Pa- 
per. What he did of this Kind, was very in-^ 
confiderable 5 only fcatter'd Thoughts, and ge- 
nerally not above Four or Five Lines on the' 
fame Subjeft ; which, as there was nobodjf^ 
thereabouts that car'd for Verfes, nor any body- 
that could tell him whether they were good or 
bad, he generally flung into the Fire, as foon 
as he had pleas'd himfelf enough in reading, 
them. ^ 

Whatever Care he took to burn thefe lit- 
tle Pieces, he found it not fufficient to conceal: 
them. The Thing took Air j and Stephen^ 
who had before the Name of a Scholar among 
the Country People, was faid now to be able 

to 
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3 write Verfes too. This was mention*d acci- 
Icntally, about a Year ago, before a young 
jcntleman of Oxford^ who fent for Stephen \ 
md after fome Talk with him, defir'd him to 
yritc him a Letter in Vcrfe. That Letter is 
:he Epiftle which (lands the lad in his Poems, 
3ut was the firft whole Copy of Verfes that ever 
lie wrote. This happened to fall into the Hands 
rf fome Clergymen in the Neighbourhood, who 
were very well pleas'd with it ; and upon exa- 
mining \i\m\ found the Man had a good deal 
of Merit. They gave him fome Prefcnts, which, 
as Things flood then, were a great Help to 
him 5 and cncourag'd him to go on as much as 
they could. 

This made him proceed with more Courage : 
And, as he had wrote fome fcatter'd Verfes on 
Poverty^ before this happened, he carry'd thofc 
Thoughts on, and fill'd it up, as it Itands ac 
prcfent in the printed Collection I fend you : So 
that this is his fecond Copy. I am very care- 
ful in fetding the Chronology of his Poems, 
that you may fee how he has gone on Step by 
Step, if you pleafe. 

The Compofition which was next in Order, 
is that on his own Labours : That Subjeft was 
given him by one of thofe who firft encour?L<^d 
mm \ andj after this w as finilh'd^ Vx yi^^ ^^- 
4 ^^^"T.^ 
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ploy*d from the fame Qiiarter in his SbHna\ 
ite. As this exceeded any of the reft, I thii 
from hence we may date the ^ra of hisrifii 
in Charafter and Circumftances. Upon this 
wais that Pcrfons of Diftinftion began to fend f 
him different Ways. In Ihort, it got him Fan 
enough to be pretty troublefome to him at firfl 
tho' it is likely to end in a much happier Settl 
ment of him and his Affairs, than could ev- 
have been dreamt of by him at his firftfetur 
out. 

When you have read his Poems, and cor 
fider the Manner he has been bred up in, 
doubt not you will think they have their Merit 
But I aflure you, they give an imperfeft Id( 
of the Man ; and, to know bow much he d< 
ferves, one Ihould converfe with him, and hei 
on what Reafons he omitted fuch a Part, an 
introduced another ; why he fhortens his Stil 
in this Place, and enlarges in that ; whence h 
has fuch a Word, and whence fuch an Ide; 
I'll give you all I can recoiled of this kind, i 
relation to what is generally reckoned the be 
Thing he has wrote. The Shunamite. 

In the firft Place, I found, upon Enquirj 

that he wrote by a Plan ; he thought over a 

the Parts, as he intended to ufe them, befor 

he made the Verfcs. For a Poem of an 

^ , - Lengtl 
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Length, no doubt 'tis as neceflary to do this, as 
k is to have a Draught of a Houfe, before you 
goto building it ; and yet, I believe, the com- 
mon Run of our Poets have generally thought 
thcmfelves above it, or not thought of it at all- 
Tho* the Sbunamte was written on a Story given 
to his Hand, ftill fomething of this KiiiU was 
convenient enough ; bccaufe, in forming it a- 
ncw, he did not make ufe of all the Materials 
before him, and has brought in fome of his own. 
He thought, the Stretching of the Prophet, in !■> 
particular a Manner, muft found fl range. '1 lie 
Woman introduced to tell her Story, is a new 
Caft of his own ; fo is her doubting, and then 
confirming herfelf again, by a particular Int!uc- 
tion of 2l\\ Eli/bo's Miracles ; fo the bringing an 
Audience about her, and their Chorus's, when 
they join together in congratulating her Happi- 
ncfs 5 the laft of which clofcs the Poem in a good 
proper Manner. 

Upon being alk'd. Why he introduc'd a Per- 
fon to tell all the Story in the Shujiamite^ and 
why he could not as well tell it himfelf ; he faid, 
he had read Prior^s Solomon \ and that, in read- 
ing it, Sobmon's fpeaking every thing touched 
him particularly. He was then afk'd, fince it 
was to be fpoken, why he did not rather chufc 
the Prophet, as the Perfon of the greater Dig- 
nity, to fpeak it. He faid to tV\\s^ TVv^Ol vN\^ 
a 2 "^OTcv;^^ 
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Woman was to be pity'd ; That there fccrri'd 
to be * fomc Expreflions of the Woman in the 
Hiftory, which, if not omitted, might Icflen 
our Regard and Compaffion for her ; That» vif 
the Prophet had related the Thing, he fzovM 
not have omitted a Word; hut when the Wo«i 
man did, (he might well be allowed to foftea 
])er own Cafe ; and to drop, when fhe was cool, 
any thing wrong, that (he faid in the Violence 
.<if her Grief and Paffion. This is rather fuller 
in Words than he exprefs'd it ; but nothing, I 
think, is added to his Meaning. 

As Milton had been his favourite Poet, yon- 
wonder why none of his Pieces are in Blank- 
Verle. I a(k'd him about this too : Upon which 
iie told me. That he had originally written the 
whole ShunamUe in Blank Verfc ; That, upon» 
reading it over, he found his Language wa«- 
jiot fublime enough for it ; and that therefore be 
wasforc'd to write.it all over again, and turn it 
into Rhyme. 

Upon reading over the Chapter and his Poem 
together, you will fee how juftJy Jic (hortens 
^nd enlarges Ibme of the particular Pa(ragc8, in- 
order 
• Such as thcfe : 
Ver, 16. Af:d Jhefaid\ Na%i my Lord, tMu Mantf God^ 
(0 vot ije unto iJy tiandiiiaid, 

■Ver. 2S. Did 1 defirt a Son q/ n^ Lord, Did I not fay, D§ 
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•rdier to adapt them the more to Poetry. Be- 
fifcs fome Things already mencion'd, he drops 
kveral little CirGumltanccs in it. On the f o. 
dierhand, he enlarges on the (i) Contentednefs 
Md Charities of the Woman ; on the (2) Lx>ok 
and Attitude of the Prophet ; on her (3) Thanks 
forbearing a Son ; on (4) the Deachofthe 
GhiW ; on the (5) Reafons of her Confidence 
in the Prophet ^ on f 6 pointing out the Pro- 
phet, v/hcn (he comes to him ; and in (t) his 
Anfwer \ irr her {%) preGing the Prophet mor« 
carneftly to aflift her ; in {^) pointing out the 
dead Child; his being (loj freed from Deata ; 
and her Thoughts (w) upon receiving him 
again into her Arms. 

'Tis agreeable to fee what Ufe he has made 
•f the little Reading he can have had, and how 
he has improved the Thing, by obfcrving fome 
good Strokes in the Books he has met v.ith. 
Upon my telling him, that 1 likM nothing bet- 
ter in it, than his altering * the Prophet's 
Countenance as he does ; he faid, he took that 
Hint from Teletnachus ; wiiere the young Prince 
comes to Idomeneus's Court, while they are fa- 
a 3 crificing. 

t See 3 Kings, Chap. iv. Verfes 10, 12, 14, 25, 26, 
»7i *^, 29» 34t and 31;. 

(0 l-ine33 t0 49. (2)5;, (sfc. (3) 7^- (4) »"* to "34, 
I5) «52. ^^. €ce 205. (6) 211. (7) 

(8) Line 232. (9)246. (10)258. (11)266. 

• from Lmc ss to 65. 
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crificing. The Prieft, on feeing Telemacbus^ 
breaks off from what he was about, aflume* a 
more infpir'd Air, and begins fpcaking of his 
future Fortunes. This Alteration of the Pro- 
phet's Countenance, Stephen fays, he took from 
thence ; but that at the fame Time he thought 
himfelf oblig'd to drop the Wildnefs and En- 
thufiafm of it, in order to adapt it more to the 
Nature of a true Prophet. 

The Chorus in the Clofe of the ShunamU^ 
he faid, was brought into his Mind by the -f 
general Rejoicing of the Angels in ASllofij up- 
on God's finifliing the Creation of the World. • 
The firft Chorus was not in the Work originally ; 
he infertcd it, when he ncw-form'd it all into 
Rhyme. 

. He had alfo been very careful as to finelc 
Words ; and had Authorities to produce in 1c- 
veral little Particulars, where one would not 
cxpeft it. For ( i ) flovfry CarmeU he quotes 
Mr. FGpe\ and the Prophet's Arbour on the 
Top of that Mount is covered with ( 2 ) Vims^ 
on the Authority of Mr. Sandys in his Travels j 
For the Words ( 3 ^ adufi and fupernaU he re- 
fers to Milton: C4) Fanatic ht ufes according „ 
to the true, and not the Vulgar Senfe of thc- 

Wordi 

t Paradife Loft^ Book vii. Line 565, and 602. 
/j) The Shtmamite^ Ver, 210. (2) 212, (3) 117, and 
^49' (4) 5^' 
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World J he had learned the proper Meaning of 
it from the Diftionary i { \) Dilated Hearty as 
fpoken of Sorrow, is certainly a Fault ; but it is 
a Fault that Stephen was naturally enough led 
idto by the common Notions and Expreffions in 
riic Country, of the Heart's fwelling and being 
xeady to burji with Grief. 

He owns his Faults very readily ; and if he 
thinks a Line of his better than ordinary, he will 
fay fo without any Referve. He feems to be 
exceedingly open and honeft in every thing he 
fays ; and 'twould be very difficult for you to 
be with him a Week, as 1 have been, without 
going away very much his Friend. 

' Tho* I have been fo long in fliewing you how 
critically he has proceeded as to his own Works-, 
Ifliall add fome of his Thoughts on the Works 
€f others, to give you as full an Idea of him as 
I can. 

'Tis not yet three Years ago that he firlt met 
with Milton \ and, I believe, that was the firft 
Poet of real Value, that he ever ttudy'd in ear- 
ncft. He has affurM me, with all his Inno- 
cence and Simplicity, that when he came after- 
wards to read Addifotls Criticifms on Milton in 
the SpeBatorSy 'twas a high Pleafurc to him to 
a 4 find 

[\)T\itSbwiamU, Ver. 243, 
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find many Things mention^ there, in the Praife ^ 
of MiUcrty exactly as he had before thought in 
reading him. Here we muft depend on ^is 
Credit^ which I need not tell you with mc is 
\cry good. 

The Name of Mihan^ whom he admires and 
dotes on fo particularly, has not prcvaird on 
him enough to make him like his Paradife Rc^ ; 
gained. In fpeaking cf thefe two Poems, he faid, 
*' he wonder'd how Milton could write fo in- , 
** comparably well, where he had fo little to 
♦* lead him 5 and fo very poorly, where be had 
•• more/* 

The SpeSIatorSj you know, he has read with 
great Pleafure, and great Improvement. I re- 
member particularly, that, on fomebody*s calling 
them Profcy he faid, " 'Twas true, they were 
*• Profs ; but there was fometbing in 'em, that , 
" pleased aimoft like Verfe'*~HQ mentioned, 
with more Regard than ufiial, the critical Pa- 
pers on Wit, thofe on Mihon^ the Juftum 6? 
tenacem from Horace^ Mr. Pope's Meffiah^ and 
the feveral fcatter'd ones written in the Caufe of 
Virtue and Religion. 

Upon alking him what Plays he had read, 
he nam'd particularly Julus Cajar^ Hamlet^ 
Cato. Venice Preferv^d^ and the Orphan. Venice 

Preferv'd^ 
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Preferv'd^ be faid, gave him the mod //^rr^r ; 
a Word which I took Notice he us'd fometimcs 
for Sorrow, and fometimes in its proper Senfc : 
He could not bear the comic Parts in it. Ham^ 
let he lik*d better than Julius Cafar ; and in 
Hamht pointed out that celebrated Speech, ^o 
fc, er not to be^ &c. as having been his favour- 
ite Part, merely of his own Tatte. He did 
•not admire Sbakefpear*s Comedy ; and f;iid, 
" He was too high, and too low.*' I read over. 
to him fome of Hamlet^ and the celebrated 
•Speeches of Antony to the People in Julius dr- 
far. He trembled, as I read the Ghoft's Speech -, 
and admir'd the Speeches and Turns in the Mcb 
round Cefar*s Body, more, he faid, than ever 
he had done before. As I was reading to him, 
I obferv'd that his Countenance chang'd ohcn 
in the moft moving Parts : His Eye was qiiisik 
and bufy all the 1 ime ; and, to fay the Truth, 
I never faw Applaufe, or the fhiftiiig of proper 
Paflions, appear fo ftrongly in any Face as io 
his. 

He had formerly read "Tom Brotvji^s Letters 
from the Dead^ and the London Spy^ not with- 
out fomc Pleafure ; but, after he had been fdme 
time converfant with the SpeSators^ he faid, 
"He did not care much to look into them." 
He (poke of Hudibras in another Manner ; I.e 
iaw a great deal of Wit in it, and. was ^arclcu* 
a 5 \u\\^ 
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larly "pleasM with the Conjurer's Part in that 
Poem : But, after all, *tis not a Manner of 
Writing'that he can fo fincerely delight in, as 
in the Moral, the Paflionate, or the Sublime. 

Indeed what every body feems to admire 
him for, is, that he feems to have an excellent 
moral Turn in his Thoughts. He is, as I told 
you before, fomething of a Philofopher ; and, 
what is better than a Philofpher, a goodhoneft- 
heartedMan. He has read, and fpeaks.highly 
of, the Archbifhop of Cambrafs Demonftration 
of the Being of a God, and Mr. Addifon^s De- 
fence of the Chriftian Religon. He faid, 
*' That they touched his Mind; and that no« 
" thing did fo well, as when one's Realbn is 
" mov*d by what is faid.'' He had lik'd the 
little he had read of EpiSetus ; but 'twas Senega 
that had made him happy in his own Mind. 
He feems as yet not to be hurt at all by any 
Applaufes that have been given him, and to 
have been perfedlly contented with his Condi- 
tion before : When he had only received fome 
Prefents from Gentlemen in the Country, he • 
was quite eafy as to his Circumftances. The 
only thing then, that he was folicitous about, 
was, how he might fucceed as to the Poetry he 
fliould be employ'd in. This was his chief Con* 
cern : But even this feem'd to proceed not fo 
much from any Defire of Fame, as from a 

Principle 



/>5^ A U T H O R. XXXV 

Principle of Gratitude ; or, as he exprefs*d it, 
his Longing to pleafe thofc Friends that had 
been fo generous to him. He was not lifted up 
with the Charader fome People gave him, and 
talked of Fame abfolutely like a Philofopher. 
After his beft Fortune, many of his Friends told 
him the Danger of being vain ; and, if he (hould 
once be fo, that he would be as much defpis'd 
as he. had been applauded. He faid, "That 
" he could not well tell what they meant ; That 
" he did not know what it was to be vain ; Bur, 
" fince fo many great Men, who knew the 
** World fo much better than he did, were ap- 
** prehenfive for him on that Head, he began 
^ to be terribly alarni'd at his Danger, tho' he 
" had no fettled Ideas of what it was.** He 
was told upon this, That he Ihould never fpeak 
too highly in Praife of the Poems he had writ- 
ten. He faid, "If that was all, he was fafe ; 
" that was a thing he could never do, for he 
" could not think highly of them: Gentlemen 
** indeed, he faid, might like them, becaufc 
" they were made by a poor Fellow in a Barn ; 
** but that he knew, as well as any body, that 
"they were not really good in themldves.'^ 

Thus, Sir, I have obeyed your Commands 

as faithfully as I am able. You defir'd me not 

to fpare Paper -, but to fend you a Book rather 

than a Letter. You fee T have taken you at 

a 6 ^j<^vix 
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your Word; and thitl am rcfblv'd jnthis, as 
well as in every thing elfe, to fhevir you how^ 
punftually I would ever be, 

SIR, 
Tour mqji humble Servant^ 
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Upon Hfr M A J E S T Y's Bmnty t» 

the Threfher.. 

Writtett in the Tear * i y^ct. 

TO chcarthe Mufc,. by Poverty opprcft. 
To free: fipm meaner Cares th* infpired Breaft,. 
T6 give the Genius Liberty ta fly» 
And mount witbeafier Wings its native Sky^ 
Was worthy Her, who always underftood 
The noblcft Ufeof Power was doing Good.. 

So, when the oaten Pipe's melodious Strain 
Keach'd Cesar's Royal Ear, nor reach'^d in vain. 
Safe, and prote£led^ for himfelf employ*d, 
HisSoi^, his Harv^ft, Tityrus enjoy'd ; 
O'er his own Fields, his Flocks, and Cattle ftra/d^ 
And oa the Mincio'i Bankfecurely play'd^ 
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What equal Hand fliall now an Altar raife. 
Like that ereftcd to Augustus^ Praife ? 
From Pindus come, come, all ye tuneful Choir, . 
And; in this Wbrk with various Arts confpiilr ; . 
Come all, by Pali as, or by Phoebus taught. 
To form the Plan, or to exprefs the Thought : 
Infcribe the Stone with, Carolina's Name, 
Sacred to Her, and her immortal Fame ; 
Firm fix the Bafis, wreathe the Foliage rpund. 
Begin the Rites, and let the Mufic found. 
Ye Sons of Cam and IJisy leave ihe Shade 5 
Be here your Duty, here your Off 'rings paid j 
-No longer let true Merit lie conceal'd. 
As foon rewarded, as to her reveal'd j 
Produce your Labours on the public Stage, . 
And ih& fball raife a new Aug^Jlan Agei~ 



J. Wainwrigf 
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OccqfiorCd by hu Poem ^/^ F R i E n to s h w. 

NO fancied Mufe, nor Heliconian StrtaAi, 
Infpires my Verfe, but thy well-chofcn Theme ; 
Well-chofen, wcll-cxprcfs*d, while, void of Art, 
Thoufpeak'ft the Dictates of an honefl Heart. 
Truth needs no fpecious Glofs ; but, ever bright, 
Shines, like the Sun^ with pure unborrowed Light ; 
And fuch thy plea{lng Strains : No pompous Phrafe 
Bribes the unworthy with unhallow'd Praife \ 
No fervile Flattery, nor dull Defign, 
Creeps, with foft Accent, thro' the fawning Line \ 
Nor jealous Envy rears its hateful Head, 
To fting the Living, or revile the Dead ; 
Nor Malice, nor Caprice haft thou, like thofe, 
Whofe pointed Satire dares a thoufand Foes : 

■ X (Not 
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(Not but, if Fops lay Snares for Ridicule, 

And Smartlings think it Wit to play the Fool^ 

Indignant Satire has a juft Pretence, 

With all her Whips to lafli them into Senfc) 

Tq pleafe, and only pleafe, thy Natare tends, 

And, Fiiend to all Men, makes them all thy Friends. 

^-^ViTH double Tranfport therefore I'peruft 
The genuine Truths of your untutor'd Mufe j 
While thus you teach us Friendfhip's facfcd Laur^ 
And are yourfelf the iaidiful Friend you drawk 
So to thofe Friefts we glad Attention give, 
Whofe Precepts SanSion from their Lives receircw 

*TwAS this that raisM thee from thy lowly Scat, 
*Tis this (hall make thy Happinefs complete i 
A Soul fincere, to Gratitude inclin'd, 
An Heart untainted, and an humble Mind, 
InfpirM by thefe, write on, and charm the Age, 
Nor dread the envious Critic's idle Rage : 
For who the fnarling Zoilus regards. 
When Spence approves, and Caroline revirards? 

T* M O R E L L^ 
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To a Gentleman, wAo requefted a Cofy of 
Verfes from the Author^ 

S /J?, 

I Have, before the Time prefcrib'd by you, 
ExposM my weak Produfiion to your View 5 
Which may, I hope, have Pardon at your Hand, 
Becaufe produc'd to Light by your Commands 
Perhaps you might expefl: fomc finifliM Ode, 
Or (acred Song, to found the Praife of G o d j 
A glorious Thought, and laudable f But then 
Think what illit'rate Poet guides the Pen : 
Dl fuit fuch Tafks with One who holds the Plough',, 
Such lofty Subjefts with a Fate fo low.- 
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Sir, were your Eloquence and Learning noiinc,. 
And I, like you, a Fav'ricC of the Nine; 
I quickly would Parnaffus* Summit climb, 
And And a Eierci worthy of n»y Rhyn^ : 
Kor Ihould my Mufe the Grecian Monarchs trace,.' 
Nor would I cekbrate the Tryan Race;, 
Nor any of thofe martial Sons of Fame, 
.Pagans, unworthy of a Chriftian's Theme. 
Far nobler Thoughts my grateful Voice fhouTcl raife 
la lofty Strains^ to great Messiah's Praife;. 
rd joyfully refound his wond'rous Birth, * 
And paint his Godlike Virtues, whilft on Earth \ 
Then, wkh Reluftancc, Horror,. an^Surprizc^. 
Fd moiirnfully relate his Agonies ; 
I'd trace the heavenly Hero to the Tree, 
Sing what he fuflFcr'd there for you and me ; 
Next, in heroic Numbers, would I tell. 
How foon he baffled Deaths and vanquifb'd Hell, 
Subdu'd the Grave,* and (hew'd the glorious Way, 
From Realms of Darknefs to eternal Day. 
Such, noble Subjeds fliould my Lays excite ; 
Andyouj my Patron^ would in fach delight ; 

Grate 
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Oratefixl to me, when you, well pleased, (hould vicur 
Th' acCompKfhM facrcd Song infcrib'd to you. 

But now I muft omit Messiah's Praifc, 
Left I degrade him with unworthy Lays i 
■My Fate compels me Tilent to remain. 
For Want of Learning to improve my Strain : 
By which no Thought, tho* well coiicciv'd, can rife 
To full Pcrfeftiofl, but in Embryo dies : 
Yet my unpolifhM Genius will produce. 
And bring'fbtth Something, tho' of little Ufe. 

Thus, in,thc Country, often have I found,' 
Thro' flothfol Man's Negiea,' a Plat of Ground, 
Waftc and uncultivated, void, of Seeds^ 
Producing Nothing, bu^fomc trifling \^ccds* 

But why ftand I my Fate acxufmg fo ? 
The Field calls me to Labour ; I muft go : 
The Kine low after Meat ; the hungry Steed, 
Neighing, complains he wants his ufual Feed, 
Then, Sir, adieu: Accept what you did crave. 
And be propitious to your humble Slave* 






On 
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On POVERTY, 

NO 111 on Earth we tim'rous Mortals fly 
With fo much Dread as abjedl Poverty : 
O defpicable Name ! We, thee to fhun. 
On ev'ry other Evil blindly run. 
For Fear of thee, diftruftful Nigards go 
In tatter'd. Rags, and ftarve their Bodies too. 
And ftill are poor, for Fear of being fo. 
For Fear of thee, the cheating Trader vows. 
His Wares are good, altho' his Confcience knows. 
He has employ'd his utmoft Skill and Care, 
To hide their Faults, and make their Beauties glare. 
The Sailor, terrify'd with Thoughts of thee. 
Boldly attempts the Dangers q| the Sea ; 
From Eaft to Weft, o'er Rocks and Quickfands fteers ; 
'Tis Poverty, and that alone, he fears j 
The Soldier too, whom nought but thee can fcare. 
In Hopes of Plunder, bravely meets the War ; 
To fly from Poverty, he runs on Death, 
And fhews he prizes Riches more than Breath, 
Strange Terror of Mankind ! By thee mifled. 
Not Confcience, Quickfands, Rocks, or Death they 
dredd ! 
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And yet thou art noformidable Foe^ 
Except to little Souls, who think thee fo : 
Who thro* the Glafs of Prejudice furvey 
Thy Face, a thoufand frightful Forms difplay. 

Thus Men, at Night, in foolifh Fears grown oW, 
Who mind the fairy Tales their Nurfes told. 
Start at a Goblin, which their Fancy made. 
And, for a Spe6lre, often take a Shade. 

Contented Poverty's no difmal Thing, 
Free from the Cares unwiddy Riches bring : 
At Diftance both alike deceive our View ; 
Nearer approach'd, they take another Hue. 
The poor Man's Labour reliflies his Meat ; 
His Morfcl's pleafant, and his Reft is fweet : 
Not fo the Rich, who find their weary'd Tafte 
Pall'd with the Profpeil of the cumb'rous Feaft ; 
For what they have more than they can- enjoy, 
Infteadof fatisfying, does biitcloy. 

But let us ftate the Ca/p another Way : 
Were Poverty fo hideous as they fay, 



^Xv^ 
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*Tis nobler chearfully to bear our Fate, 
Than murmut and repine beneath its Weight. 
The Man deferves the Praife of human Kind, 
Who bears ill Fortune with a Chriiftian Mind : 
Ho5V does his gre^t heroick Soul afpire 
Abpvc that fordid Wealth the reft admire ! 
•His nobler Thoughts are fix'd on Things above ; 
His faithful Eyes furvey the God of Love : 
Hold forth the heavenly Prize, which makes him run 
, His mortal Race, to gain th' immortal Crown. 
Not all the Snares a crafty Dcv'l can lay. 
Can intercept, or daunt him in his Way, 
Not all the fcornftil Infults of the Proud, 
Not all the Cenfurcs of the grov'ling Croud, 
Not Poverty, in all her Terrors d reft, 
Can (hake the folid Qiiiet of his Breaft : 
UnmovM he ftands againft the worft of Foes, 
And mocks the Darts, which advcrfe Fortune throws, 
Calm and'cortipos'd, a^dft or Eafe or Pain ; 
And finds Content, which' others feek in vain. 

So ftands a fteady Rock, luWimsly fteep, 
Within the Confines of the briny Deep 5 
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Lafh*d by the foaming Surge on cv'iy Side, 
Yet can't be (haken by the furious Tide. 

Then why (hould Phantoms difcompofe the Mind ; 
Or Woes, fofar from real, fright Mankind i 
Since Wealth can never make the Vicious bleft. 
Nor Poverty fubdue the virtuous Breaft ; 
Since both from Heav'n's unerring Hand are fent. 
Lord, give me either, give me but Content, 



The THRESHERV Labour, 
^0 the Reverend Mr. St AN LET. 

TH E grateful Tribute of thefe rural-Lays, 
Which to her Patron's Hand the Mufe conveys. 
Deign to accept : 'Tis juft (he Tribute bring 
To him, whofe Bounty gives her Life to fing ; 
To him, whofe gen'rous Favours tune her Voice ^ 
And bid her, *midft her Poverty, rejoice. 
Infpir'd by thefe, flie dares herfelf prepare. 
To fing the Toils of each revolving Year j 
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Thofe cndlefs Toils, -Mfhich always grow aneWf 
Arid the poor Threjher's dcftinM lo purfiiet ' 
Ev'n thefe, with Pleafure, can the Mufcrehcarfe, 
When you and Gratitude demand her Verfe. 

Soon as the golden Harveft quits the Plain, 
And Ceres' Gifts reward the Fanner's Pain ; 
What Corn each Sheaf will yield, intent to hear^ 
And guefs from thence the Profits of the Year, 
He calls his Reapers forth : Around we ftand^ 
With deep Attention, waiting bis Command. 
To each our Talk he readily divides. 
And pointing, to our diflPrent Stations guides. 
As he dire£ts, to diftant Barns we go ; 
Here two for Wheat, andthere for Barley two. 
But firft, to (hew what he expe£tato find, 
Thefe Words, or Words like thefe, difdofe his Min 

«' So dry the Com was carr/d from the Field, 
^* Soeafily 'twill threlh, fo well 'twill yield ; 
" *ure large Day's-Works I well may hope for now 
" Come, ftrip, and try j let's fee what you can do 

Divest 



•} 



(m feveral Occqfkns. 

DiYB^EO ^ oiu: Clo$u^8» with Flail in Hand, 
At prqper Diift^^K^e, ^ront to Front we ftajid : 
And firft the Thre^bal's gently fwung, to prove. 
Whether with juft Exa£kne{s it will move : 
That once fecure, we fwifdy whirl them round. 
From the ftrong Plonks our Crab-tree Staves rebound 
And echoing Barns return the rattling Sound. 
Now in the Air our knotty Weapons fly, 
And now with equal Force defcend from high ; 
Down one, one up, fo well they keep the Time, 
The Cyclops' Hammers could not truer chime ; 
Nor with more heavy Strokes could £tna groan. 
When Vulcan forg'd the Arms for Thetis' Son. 
In brinf Streams our Sweat defcends apace. 
Drops from our Locks, or trickles down our Face* 
Ifo Intenniffion in our Work we know ; 
The ncwfy Thrcflial mufl: for ever go. 
Their Mafter abfent, others fafely play ; 
The fle^ng Threlhal does itfelf betray. 
Nor yet, the tedious Labour to beguile. 
And make the paffing Minutes fweetly fmile. 
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Can we, like Shepherds, tell a merry Tale ; 
The Voice is loft, drowned by the louder Flaih 

But we may think Alafs ! what pleaiing Things 

Here to the Mind, can the dull Fancy bring ? 

Our Eye beholds no pleafing Objedl here, 

No chearful Sound diverts our lift'ning Ear, 

The Shepherd well may tune his Voice to fing^ 

Infpir'd with all the Beauties of the Spring. 

No Fountains murmur here, no Lambkins play^ 

No Linnets warble, and no Fields look gay ; 

'Tis all a gloomy, melancholy Scene, 

Fit only to provoke the Mufe's Spleen. 

When footy Peafe we threfh, you fcarce can know 

Our native Colour, as from Work we go : 

The Sweat, the Duft, and fuffocating Smoke, 

Make us fo much like Ethiopians look, 

We fcare our Wives, when Evening brings us home % 

And frighted Infants think the Bugbear come. 

Week after Week, we this dull Ta(k purfue, - 

Unlefs when winn'wing Days produce a new i 

A new, indeed, but frequently a worfe ! 

The Threfhal yields but to the Matter's Curfe. 

He counts the Bufliels, counts how much a Day ; 

Then fwears we've idled half our Time away : 

« Why, 
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'* Why,, look ye, Rogues, d'ye think that this will do ? 
•* Your Neighbours threfli as much again as you." 
Now in our Hands we wifli our noify Tools, 
To drown the hated Names of Rogues and Fools. 
But wanting thefe, we juft like School-boys look. 
When angry Matters view the blotted Book : 
They cry, ** their Ink was faulty, and their Pen ;'* 
We, ** the Corn threflies bad, 'twas cut too green." 

But foon as Winter hides his hoary Head, 
And Nature*s Face is with new Beauty fpread ; 
The lovely Sparing appears, refrefhing Show'rs 
New cloath the Field with Grafs, and blooming Flow'rs, 
Next her the ripening Summer preffes on. 
And Sol begins hisjongeft Race to run. 
Before the Door our welcome Matter ttands ; 
Tells us the ripen'd Grafs requires our Hands, 
The grateful Tiding prefently imparts 
Life to our Looks, and Spirits to our Hearts. 
Wc wifli the happy Seafon may be fair ; 
And, joyful, long to breathe in op'ner Air. 
This Change of Labour fecms to give fuch Eafc, 
With. Thoughts of Happincfs ourfelves we pleafc. 

B 3 But, 
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But, ah ? how rarely*s Happinefs complete ! 
There's always Bitter mingled with the Sweet. 
When firft the Lark fings Prologue to the Day, 
We rife, admonifh'd by his early Lay ; 
This new Employ with eager Hafte to prove. 
This new Employ, becomes fo much our Love. 
Alas ! that human Joys Oiould change fo foon ! 
Our Morning Pleafure turns to Pain at Noon, 
The Birds falute us, as to Work we go. 
And with new Life our Bofoms feem to glow. 
On our right Shoulder hangs the crooked Blad^, 
The Weapon deftin'd to uncloath the Mead : 
Our left fupports the Whetftone, Scrip, and flfecr ; 
This for our Scythes, and thefe ourfelves to chear. 
And now the Field, defign'd to try our Might, 
At length appears, and meets our longing Sight. 
The Grafs and Ground we view with careful Eyes, 
To fee which Way the beft Advantage lies ; 
And, Hero-like, each claims the foremoft Place*. 
At firft our Labour feems a fportivc Race : 
With rapid Force our fliarpen'd Blades We drive. 
Strain ev*ry Nerve, and Blow for Blow we give. 
All ftrive to vanquifli, tho* the Vi^or gains 
No other Glory, but the greateft Pains. 



But 
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But when tile fcorching Sun is mounted high. 
And no kind Bams with friendly Shad« are nigh ; 
Our w«ary Scythe^ entangk in the Gxais^ 
While Streams of Sweat run trickling down apace. 
Our fportive Labour we too kfce lament ; 
And wiih that Strength again, we vainly fpeiit. 

Thus, in the Mom, a Courfer have I (een 
With headlong Fury fcour the level Green ; 
Or mount the HiUs, if HiHs are in his Way^ 
As if DO Labour could bis Fire allay ; 
Till Phobbus, fliining widi mcvidbu Heat^ 
Has bathM his panting Sides in briny Sweat : 
The lengthened Chace fcarce able to fuftain. 
He meafuiea back the Hills and Dales with Pain. 

With Heat and Labour tir'd, our Scythes we q^it. 
Search out a (hady Tree and down we fit : 
From Scrip and Bottle hope new Strength to gain \ 
But Scrip and Bottle too are try'd in vain. 
Down our parch'd Throats we fcarce the Bread can get ^ 
And, quite o'erfpent with Toil, but faintly eat. 
Nor can the Bottle only anfwtr all ; 
The Bottle and the Beer are but too fmall. 

B 4 Time 
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Time flows : Again we rife from off the Grafs j 
Again each Mower takes his proper Place j 
Not eager now, as late, our Strength to prove ; 
But all contented regular to move. 
We often whet, and often view the Sun ; 
As often wifh, his tedious Race was run. 
At length he veils his purple Face from Sight, 
And bids the weary Labourer, Good Night, 
Homewards we move, but fpent fo much with Toilj^ 
We flowly walk, ai>d reft at ev'ry Stile. 
Our good expefting Wives, who think we ftay. 
Got to the Door, foon eye us in the Way. 
Then from the Pot the Dumplin's catch'd in Hafte> 
And homely by its Side the Bacon plac'd. 
. Supper and Sleep by Morn new Strength fupply ^ 
' And out' we fet ag^in, our Work to try ; 
But not fo early jquite, nor quite fo faft. 
As, to our Coft, we did the Morning paft. 

Soon as the rifing Sun has drank the Dew» 
Another Scene is open to our View : 
Our Matter -comes, and at his Heels a Throng 
Of prattling Females, armM with Rake and Prong ; 

Prepfcr'd 
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Prepar'd^ wkilft he is here, to make his Hay ; 
Qr^ if he turns his Back, prepared to play ; 
But here, or gone. Aire of this Comfort ftill ; 
Here's Company, fo they may chat their Fill. 
Ah ! were their Hands fo aftive as their Tongues, 
How nimbly then would move the Rakes and Prongs f: 

The Grafs again is fpread upon the Ground,. 
Till not a vacant Place is to be found ; 
And while the parching Sun-beams on it (bine. 
The Hay-makers have Time allow'd to dine. 
That foon difpatch*d, they ftill fit on the Ground j. 
And the brilk Chat, renew'd, afrefh goes round. 
All talk at once ; but feeming all to fear, . 
That what theyfpeak, the reft will hardly hear j 
Till by degrees fo high their Notes ihey ftrain, 
A Stander-by can nought diftinguifli plain. 
So loud*s their Speech, and fa confus'd their Noife,, 
Scarce puzzled Echo can return the Voice. 
, Yet, fpite of this, they bravely all go on j . 
Each fcorns to be, or feem to be, outdone. . 
Mean- while the changing Sky begins to lour,. 
And hollow Winds proclaim a fudden Show*r s ^ 

B$: The 



i6 POEMS 

The tattling Croud can Tcarce their Garments gain. 
Before defcends the thick impetuous Rain | 
Their noify Prattle all at once is done. 
And to the Hedge they foon for Shelter rUA» 

Thus have I feen, on a bright Summer's Day, 
On fome green Brake, a Flock of Sparrows play ; 
From Twig to Twig, from Bufli to Bulh they fly ; 
And with continued Chirping fill the Sky : 
But, on a fudden, if a Storm appears, 
Their chirping Noife no longer dins our Ears | 
They fly for Shelter to the thickcfl: Bufh 5 
There filent fit, and all at once is hufli. 

BuT-bctter Fate fucceeds this rainy Day, 
And little Labour ferves to make the Hay. 
Faft as 'tis cut, fo kindly {bines the Sun, 
Turn'd once or twice, the pleafing Work is done; 
Next Day the Cocks appear in equal Rows, 
Which the glad Mailer in fafe Ricks beftows. 

The fpacious Fields we now no longer range ; 
And yet^ hard Fate 1 ftill Work for Work wc change. 

Back 
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Back to the Barns we haftily are fent. 
Where lately fo much Time we penfive fpent : 
Not penfive now, we blefs the friendly Shade i 
And to avoid the parching Sun are glad. 
Yet little Time we in the Shade remain, 
fiefere our Mailer calls us forth again ; 
And fays, •* For Harveft now yourfelves prepare ; 
** The ripcnM Harveft now demands your Care. 
^* Get all Things ready, and be quicidy dreft ^ 
« Early next Mpm I (hall difturb your Reft." 
Strid to his Word ! Ifor fcarce the Dawn appears. 
Before hishafty Summons fills our Ears. 
His hafty Summons we obey ; and rife. 
While yet the Stars are glimmering in the Skies. 
With him our Guide we to the Wheat-field go. 
He to appoint, and we the Work to do. 

Ye Reapers, caft your Eyes around the Field ; 
And view the various Scenes its Beauties yieI4* 
Then look again, with a more tender Eye, 
To think how foon it muft in Ruin lie ! 
For, once fet in, where-e'er our Blows we deal. 
There's norefifting of the well- whet Steel : 

But 
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But here or there, where-e'er our Courfc we hetti'r 
Sure Defclation does our Steps attend. 

Thus, when Arabians Sonsj in Hopes of Prey,. 
To fome more fertile Country take their Way, 
How beauteous all Things in the Morn appear ! 
There rural Cots, and pleafant Villa's here ! 
So many grateful Objefts meet the Sight,. 
The ravifli'd Eye could willing gaze till Night. 
But long *ere then, where-e*er their Troops have paff. 
The pleafing Profpedls lie a gloomy Wafte, 

The Morning paft, we (weat beneath, the Sun ;. 
And but uneafily our Work goes on... 
Before us we perplexing Thiftles find,. 
And Corn blown adverfe with the ruffling Wind,. 
Behind our Mafter waits ; and if he fpies 
One charitable Ear, he grudging cries, 
<* Ye fcatter half your Wages o*er the Land." 
Then fcrapes the Stubble with his greedy Hand, 



Let thofe who feaft at Eafe onddnty Fare^ 
Pity the Reapers^ who their Fcafts prepare : 



For 
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For Toils fcarcecvcrceafing prefs us now ; 
Iteft never does,, but on the Sabbath, fliow $ 
And barely that our Mafters will allow- 
Think what'a painful Life wedaily.lead .^^ 

' Each Morning early rife^ gp late to Bed : 
Nor, when afleep, are we fecure from Pain ;, 
We then perform o*r Labours o*er again : 

I Our mimic Fancy ever reftlefs feems ; 

And what we ad awake, (he a£ts in Dreams. 
Hard Fate ! our Labours ev'n in Sleep don^t cealc \\ 
Scarce Hercules c*erfclt fuch.Toilsas thefe ! 



} 



But (bon we ri(e, the bearded Crop again 
Soon Phoebus* Rays well dry the golden Grain. 
Pleas'd with the Scene, our Mafter glows with Joy }, 
Bids us for Carrying all our Force employ ; 
Whenftraight Confufioao'er the Field appears,. 
And ftunning Clamours fill the Workmens Ears ; 
The BelU and clafhing Whips alternate founds 
And rattling Waggons thunder o'er the Ground. 
The Wheat, when carry'd, Peafe, and other Grain^ 
We foon fecure, and leave a fruitlefs Plain ; 
In noify Triumph the laft Load moves on. 
And loud Huzza's proclaim the Harveft done. 
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Our Matter, joyful at the pleafmg Sight, 
Invites us all to feaft with him at Night. 
A Table plentifully fpread we find. 
And Jugs of humming Ale, to chear the Mind ; 
Which he, too gen'rous, pufhes round fo faft. 
We think no Toils to come, nor mind the paft. 
But the next Morning foon reveals the Cheat, 
When the fame Toils we muft again repeat f 
To the fame Barns muft back again return, 
To labour there for Room for next Year's Com* 

Thus, as the Year's revolving Courfe goes round. 
No Refpite from our Labour can be found i 
Like Sisyphus, our Work is never done j 
Continually rolls back the refilefs Stone, 
New-growing Labours ftiU fucceed the paft ; 
Aiid growing always new, muft always laft» 



rbi 
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The SHUN AMITE. 

ro Mrs. ST AN LET. 

DEIGN, heav'nly Mufes, to affift my Song : 
To heavenly Mufes heaT'nly Themes belong* 
But chiefly Thou, O God, my Soul infpire. 
And touch my Lips with thy celeftial Fire : 
If Thou delight*ftin flow'ry Carmh Shade, 
Or Jordan^s Stream ; from thence I crave thy Aid : 
Inftru£l my Tonguei and my low Accents raife. 
To iing thy Wonders, and difplay thy Praifc : 
Thy Praife let all the Sons of Judnh hear. 
And to my Song the diftant Tribes repair. 

So pirayM the Shunamite ; Heav'n heard the Damt j; 
The diftant Tribes around her lift^ning came. 
To hear th* amazing Tale ; while thus her Tongue^ 
Mov'd by fome heav'nly PowV, began the Song* 

Attend, ye Seed of A b r a m, and give Ear, 
While I Jehovah's glorious AAs declare : 

How 
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How Life from Death, and Joy from Sadnefs fpring> 

If He affift the Mufe, the Mufe fhall fing. 

My Lord and I, to whom all-bounteous Hcav*n* 

His Bleffings with no fparing Hand had giv'n. 

Like faithful Stewards of our wealthy Store,, 

Still lodg*d the Stranger, and reliev'd the Boon . 

And^as^ Elisha, by divine Command, 

Game preaching Virtue to a fmfid Land ;: 

He often deign'd to lodge within our Gate^. 

And oft receiv'd an hofpitable. Treat:. 

A deeent Chamber for him we prepared ; - 

And He, the gen'rous Labour to reward^ 

Honours in Camp, or Court, to us propos'd ;- 

Which lrefua*d,,and thus my Mind difclos*d ;: 

Heav'n's King haaplac'd us. in a fertile Land^. 
Where he Ihow'rs down his Gifts with .copious Hand.:: 
Already we enjoy a. fluent Store y 
Whyfhouldwebe felicitous for more ? 
Give manial Camps and kingly Courts to them,. 
Who place their only Blifs in fleeting Fame : 
Tl\<sre tet them live in gol^den Chains of State ;. 
And be unhappy only to be great» 

But 
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But let us in our native Soil remain. 
Nor barter Happinefs for fordid Gain. 
Here may we feed the Indigent in Peace, 
Or cloath the Bare with the fuperfluous Fleece, 
And give the weary fainting Pilgrim Eafe. 
This we prefer to Pomp, and formal Show, 
Which only ferve to varnifli o*er our Woe ; 
Refulgent Ornaments, which d'refs the Proud'^ 
Objedls of Wonder to the gazmg Croud j 
Yet feldom give Content, or folid Reft, 
To the vain Man by whom they arc poffefs'd. 



All Bleffings, but a Child, had Heav'n fappIyM % 
And only that th* Almighty had deny'd : 
Which when the holy prefcicnt Sage had heard. 
He faid, and I before him ftraight appear'd ; 
And, as my Feet approach'd his awful Room,. 
Ifaw his Face diviner Looks aiTume : 
Not fuch a -Wildnefe, and fanatic Mein, 
With which, fome fay, the Delphic Priefts are feeiv;t 
When they, for Myfteriesof Fate, explain 
The odd Chimera's of a frantic Brain ; 
But with a grave majeftic Air he ftood,: 
While more than Human in bis Afpe£t glowM. 

Geteft 



} 



a4 POEMS 

Celeftial Grace fat on his radiant Look, 
And Pow*r difFufive (hone, before he fpokc. 
Then thus : ** Hail gcnVous Soul ! thy pious Cared 
•* Are not forgot, nor fruitlefe are thy Prayers ; 
** Propitious Heav'n, thy virtuous Deeds to crown> 
•' Shall make thy barren Womb conceive a Son." 
So fpake the Seer ; and, to compleat my Joy, 
As he had fpoke, I bore the promised Boy* 

Soon to my Friends the welcome News was known^ 
Who crotided in apace to fee my Son. 
Hailing, with khad Salutes^ the recent Child ^ 
And, with their pious Hymns, iny^ Pain beguil'd. 
When all had laid, I mov*d my joyful Tongue ; 
And thus to Heay'n addrefsM my grateful Song : 

«« O Goo, what Eloquence can fing thy Praife i 
•• Or who can fathom thy ftupendous Ways ? 
•* All Things obey at thy divine Command; 
** Thou mak'ft a fruitful Field of barren Land : 
«* Obdurate Rocks a fertile Glebe (hall be, 
•• And bring forth copious Crops, if bid by Thee i 
«* Arabian Deferts fhall with Plenty fmilc, 
*' And curling Vines adorn the flerile Soil^'* 

As 
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As thds ihe fpake her Audience raife their Voice | 
And interrupt her Song, as they rejoice : 
*^ O God, we gladljr hear thy mighty Pow'r, 
•* With joyful Heart thy gracioifs Name adore : 
" All Nature is fiibfervient to thy Word ; 
^< And {htfts her wonted Courfe, to pleafe her Lor4» 
" We for thy Senrant's Joy, our Thanks exprefi 5 
^^ As grows the Child, fo may her Blil* increafe: 
^< And may the Guardian Angela, who prefide 
" Over thtf Bleft'd, his future AAions guidt ; 
*< Make fpottefs Virtue crown bis vital Date^ 
" And hoary Honour end his Life— but late; 
« Theft ftfely bcar"-The Dame here wav'd her Hand; 
The People ftratt obey her mute Command : 
All filent ftandy and all attentive look^ 
Waiting ber Words, while thus flie mournful fpoke ; 

All Pleafures are imperfe^ here below ; 
Our fweeteft Joys are mix'd with bitter Woe : 
The Draught of Blift, when in our Goblet caft. 
Is dafhM with Cttvd\ or fpilt before we tafte. 
Ere twice four Years were meafur'd by my Sen, 
(So foofi^ ateft ! the greateft Bleffing^s gone) 

IfiL 
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In Harveft-time he to the Reapers goes. 

To view the bearded Sheaves,, ereft in Rows,. 

Like an embattled Army in the field ,, 

A new delightful Profpea to the Child ! 

But either there the fcorching Sun difplay'd 

His Heat intenfe, and- on his Vitals prey'd i 

"Or elfe fome fudden apopledic Pain-, 

With racking Torture^ feiz'd his tender Brain ;^' 

His Spirits fail'd, he-ftraight began, to faint,^ 

And to his Father vainly made Complaint : 

The glowing Rofe was quickly feen to fede:: 

At once kis Beauty, and his Life decayM*. 

Soon-, at my Houfe, the difinal News I heard 5 
Soon, at my Houfe, the dying Child appeared : 
T'embrace hinv I> with fond AfFe£Kon, run ^ 
And, O r faid I, what Pain afflifts my Son I 
He try'd to fpeak ; but fault'ring, gave a Groan. 
No perfeft Word proceeded from his Tongue y 
But on his Lips the broken Accents hung. 
All Means I ua'd, that might aUay his Pain ;. 
All Means I ufed, but us'd iliem all in vain». 
Yet, while he liv'd, my Soul would not defpair ;, 

Nor, till be ccas*d to breathe, I ccas'd my Pray'r : 

Deluding. 
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Deluding Hope now ftopt the falling Tears ; 
Now his encreafing Pain3 increased my Feass : 
Bj Hope and Fear alternate was I toft. 
Till Hope, in a fad Certainty was loft : 
Short, and more (hort, he drew his panting Breathy 
(Too fure Prefage of his approaching Death !) 
Till foon the Blood, congealing, ceas'd to flow j 
He dropt his Head, with a declining Bow : 
Thrice, from my Breaft, to raife himfelf he try'd. 
And thrice funk down again \ then, groaning dy*d. 

Thus, when with Care we've nurs'd a tender Vine, 
And taught the docile Branches where to twine ^ 
An Eaftem Gale, or fome pernicious Froft, 
Nips the young Tree, and all our Labour'is loft. 

With Horror chill'd, a while I fpeechlcfs flood. 
Viewing the Child, and trembling as I vicw'd : 
My Eyes difcharg'd their humid Store apace. 
And Tears fucceeded Tears adown my Face : 
Scarcely my Heart the Load <rf Grief fuftain'd ; 
At length recovering Speech, I thus complain'd : 



.] 
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O fleeting Joys, iijconftant as the Wind ! 
Which only for a Mpmcnt pleafc the Mind ; 
Then fly, and le^ve a Weight of Woes behind ! 
But yet in vain I thus lament and mourn ; 
The Soul once fled, {hall never more return ; 
And the fair Body now muft be conve/d 
To Earth's dark Bofom, and eternal Shad e ■ 
Yet 1^ me not prefcribe a Bound to Heav'n ; 
'Twas by a Miracle the Child was giv*n ; 
Nor can I think the Wonder is more great. 
Should the departed Soul refume her Seat. 
What if I to Mount Carmel hafte away. 
To him who did his myftic Birth difplay ? 
His powVful Word the Barren fruitful made ; 
His powerful Word, perhaps^ may raife the Pead* 
The famous Tijhbite rais'd a Widow's Son ; 
El'Isha has as wond'rous A<%ion8 done. 
When he to y^Jan*s rajrid Torrent came; 
And, with the Mantle, fmote th' impetuous Stream ; 
Obfequious to the Stroke, the Waves divide s 
And xaife a liquid Wall on either .Side f 
At JiTubo long bad the barren Soil 
Deceiv'd the Hufbandmani and mock'd his Toil; 

Yet, 
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Yet, at his Word, it grew a fertile Fidd, 

And pois'nous Springs did wholefome Waters yield* 

'Nor can he only fuch great Bleffings fend ; 

ButCurfes^ if invok'd, his Call attend : 

Elfe how at Bethel brought he Vengeance down^ 

As a juft Scourge, on that opprobrious Town ? 

Again, when Moaif Peace with Ifrael hroluc^ 

And vainly ftrove to quit the fervile Yoke ; 

Our powerful Kings led forth th' embattled Hoft 

Thro* Edonfs fultry Wilds, and Air aduft ; 

Where the confederate Troops no Water found. 

Dry were the Springs, and fterile was the Ground % 

The Captains wonted Strength and Courage fail'd. 

When Thirftand Foes at once their Hoft aflail'd ; 

The Kings to him their joint Petitions made. 

And fainting foldiers cravM his timely Aid ; 

Nor crav'd in vain : The powerful Word he fpake 

And flowing Waters form'd a fpacious Lake \ 

The ihining Streams advanced their humid Train^ 

T'HEd^nCs Wilds became a liquid Plain : 

Not in more Plenty did the Waters run 

Out of the Rode, when ftruck by Amram's Soa» 

And who can that amazing Deed forget. 

Which he performed to pay the Widows I>d)t ? 

Whofc 
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Whofe quantity of Oil one Pofc containM ; 
Yet num'rous Veffcls fiird, before 'twas drained. 
Sure he, who fuch ftupendous Ads has done, 
If God propitious prove, can raife my Son. 

So faying, up I caught the Child with Speed ; 
And laid him on the facred Prophet's Bed i 
Then call'd my Servant to prepare the Steed. 
Penfive and fad, my mourning Huiband faid, 
*Tis now in vain to crave Elisha'^s Aid 5 
No God To-day the Prophet does infpire ; 
Nor can he anfwer, what thou wouldft inquire. 

Rather than fink, faid I, attempt to raife 
My Hopes, nor talk of ceremonial Days ; 
His God is prefent ftill, and hears him when he pray 
Thus faid, urging my Steed with eager Hafte, 
Swift as the Mountain Roe, the Plains I pafs'd 5 
O'er Hills and Dales my Journey I purfu'd ; 
Nor flack'd my Pace, till Carmers Mount I view'd 5 
On whofe delightful Brow, in cool Retreat, 
Among the curling Vines the prophet fat ; 
Whofe twining Arms a verdant Arbour made j 
The verdant Arbour form'd a grateful Shade \ 

The 
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The fanning Zephyrs gently play'd around. 

And (hook the trembling Leaves, and fwept the Ground: 

Down humbly at his Feet I profirate fell, 

Submifs i and) weeping, told the mournful Tale« 



Strive to compofe thy anxious Soul, faid he | 
Tears can't revoke Jehovah's fixM Decree : 
We live and die, and both, as he thinks fit, 
^ Who may command 5 but Mortals muft fubmit. 
This Fate the King, as well as Peafant, finds i 
Nor is it evil, but to evil Minds ■ ■ 
Yet if from Heav*n I can my Suit obtain. 
Thy lifelefs Son. (hall yet revive again. 

Thus faid, with Looks divine, his Staff he views, 
Asif fome pow'rful Charm he would infufe : 
Then calls his Servant haftily, and faid. 
On the Child's Face let this be quickly laid^ 

O Thou, faid I, on whom my Hopes depend. 
Do not this Work to Servants Care commend : 
If Thou thyfelf with me refufe to go. 
Here, to the lift'ning Vines, FU vent my Woe ; 

C Still 
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Still proftrate lie, lamenting for my Son, 

Till cv*ry Hill prove vocal to my Moan. 

More had I faid, but Grief the Words fuppreft ^ 

Yet Sighs, and filent Tears expWn^d the reft, 

'At length he from his verdant Seat arofe. 

And haftily adown tbe Mountain goes : 

To Shunem we, with Speed, our Way purfue ; 

The City foon appears within our View ', 

And the obedient Servant at the Gate, 

Returning fad, without Succefs, we met : 

The beauteous Child by Death ftilf vanquifh'd lay 4 

Still Death infulted o'er the beauteous Prey : 

Till to the Houfe the facred Seer was come, 

And^ with fupernal PowV, approach'd the Room, 



By the dead Child, awhile, he penfive ftood ; 
Then from the Chamber put the mourning Crowd;: 
That done, to Goi> he made his ardent Pray V, 
And breathM upon the Child with vital Air \ 
And now the Soid refumes her priftine Seat i 
And now the Heart again begins to beat ; 
Life's purple Current o*er the Body fpreads. 
While Death, repulsed, inglorioufly recedes. 



ThV5, 
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Thus, when a prowling Wolf has ftorn a Lamb, 
He fternly guards it from the bleating Dam ; 
But if the Keeper comes, he quits his Prey, 
And low'ring, with Relui^ance, makes away. 

And now the Prophet, to my longmg Arms, 
Refign'd the Child, with more than wonted Charms : 
The bluihing Rofe {hone frcfhcr in his Face, 
I And Beauty fmilM with a fuperior Grace, 

So, when Heaven's Lamp, that rules the genial Day, 
• Behind the fable Moon purfues his Way ; 
Affrighted Mortals, when th' Eclipfc is o'er. 
Believe him more illuftrious than before. 

Here ends the Dame ; and the promifcuous Throng, 
With Hallelujahs thus conclude the Song : 
" Holy and good art Thou, Lord God of Hoft, 
** And all thy Works are wonderful and juft : 
** Both Life and Death are in thy pow'rful Hand 5 
" Both Life and Death obey thy great Command : 
"By thy great Pow'r the Heav'ns and Earth are aw*d ; 
" Then let the Heavens and Earth adore their God. 
C 2 «' Thou 
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<* Thou glorious Sun, that meafur'ft all our Days, 

*^ Rifing and fetting, ftill advance his Praife : 

«* Thou Moon, and yc Icfs glittering Orbs, that dance 

^* Round this tcrreftrial Globe, his Praife advance : 

*< Ye Seas, for ever waving to and fro, 

** Praife, when ye ebb ; and praife him when ye flow : 

*• Yc wandVing Rivers, and«ac)i purling Stream, 

*• As ye purfue your Courfc, his Pniife proclaim : 

** Ye Dews, and Mifts, and humid Vapours, all, 

«' Praife, when ye rife ; and praife him, when ye fall : 

" But chiefly Ifratly who doft daily view 

*« His pow'rful Works, his daily Praife renew." 



GRji tiTUD E. A Pastoral. 



MENALCAS, COLIN. 

Menalcas. 

FRiend Colin ! well overtook. I have of late 
Obferv'd thy chearful Mein, and airy Gait : 
Say, what aufpicious Change, fince t'other Day, 
When by thy lonely Cot I took my Way ? 

Sol-row 
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Sorrow and Sadncfe then o'erfprcad thy Brows,. 
And evVy Look did gloomy Cares difclofe : 
Now* Joys diffufive in thy Afpeft rife. 
And Mirth and Gladnefs fparkle in thy Eyes* 

Colin. 

Whekf haft thou livy, Mbnaecas, not to know, 
Whofe gen'rous Bounty has removed my Woe } 
Z thought, the gracious Carolina's Name, 
Xre this> had fiUM the founding Trump of Fame* 

MSNALCAS. 

That gracious Name, the World is bound to blcfi % 
All grateful Swains her genVous Deeds coiifeis : 
But Colin, fey, has fhe removed thy Care f 
I'm happy, when thy Happiaefs I bear. 

d o L I N. 

O You, Menalcas, know my abjedk Birtb^ 
Born in a Cot, and bred to till the. Earth : 
On rigid Worldlings always doom*d to wait, 
Forc'd at their frugal Hands my Bread to get : 
But when my Wants to Caroline were knowny 
She blefs'd me with a Pafture of my own. 

Cj Thi» 
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This makes new Pleafures in my Bofom glow > 
Thefe joyful Looks I to her Bounty owe. 

Menalcas. 
And may kind Heav'n reward that gracious Queen, 
Who to thy Wants has fo propitious been ! 
Yet, tho' her Bounty has thy Wants fupply'd. 
Let not her Bounty e'er exalt thy Pride j 
But keep an humble Mind, a grateful Heart ; 
Her Favours far exceed thy own Defcrt : 
Heav'n mov'd the Goodncfs of the Royal Dame ; 
And Heav'n^ and She thy Gratitude muft claim. 

Colin. 
When me She firft into her Favpur took, 
J cut this oaken. Staff, (*tisnow my Crook) 
And graved her Royal Bounty in the Rind ; 
But grav'd it deeper in my grateful Mind : 
The Letters in the Staff may wear away ; 
Thofe writteain my Soul fhall ne'er decay* 

Menalcas. 

So may thy little Flock increafe their Tale ; 
So may thy Field of Pafture never fail j 

May 
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May Heaven and She, in juft Proportion, ftill 
Orfmile, or frown, as-thou art good, or ilU 

C o r r N*. 

May hungry Foxes kill my tender Lambs, 
May poisonous Serpents fuck their bleating Dams ; 
And may my Cows diftendied Udders fail. 
Elude my Hopes, and never fill the Pail j 
In Ihort (to make my Curfe the more complete^ 
Tho* 'tis the only Thing I dread and hate) 
May Hcav'n and hcav'nly Caroline remove 
Their Smffies, if Colin e'er ungrateful proves 

M £ N A L c A S^i 

Thy Thanks and Pray'rs her gen'rous Soul will pleafr^ 
A Tribute juftly due, and paid with Eafc : 
Sometimes a Song, perhaps (he may require ; 
And thoir to fing, but lately didft afpire ; 
When in an abje£l, low, laborious State, 
Sunk deep in Cares,, and prefs'd beneath their Weight: 
Then (fo,'at leaft, *tis faid among our Swains) 
In Sonnets Colin charm'd away his Pains : 
Much fooner now th«u may*ft a Song rehearfc> 
Whene'er fhc condefcends to hear thy Verfe. 

C 4 C O L I N^« 
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COLIV. 

O Friend ! too well you know, my fimplc Strains 
^re far inferior to each rural Swain's : 
Yet, fince Great Carolina thinks no Scorn, 
To patronize a Shepherd meanly born ; 
Henceforth Til ftrive to raife my Voice fublime^ 
And with her Royal Name adorn my Rhyme i 
I'll on each verdant Mountain fing her Pratf^y 
And vocal Groves (hall echo to my Lays ; 
To cv'ry Swain her Godlike Worth-proclaim> 
Nor ever drop the pleafing glorious Theme* 

Mbnalcas. 
TjiESy fuice we're^ 0iet> where friendly BrsuacIieA 
^read^ 
And trembling Ijeaves diffufe a cooling Shade } 
Since, on the Sprays, the Tbndb and Finch rejiMC^ 
Invoke thy Mufe>. and tune thy rural Voice. 

Colin. 

Another Day my rural Voice Til raife^ 
Another Day the Mufe Ihall tune her Lays ; 
But now, alas ! fuch crowding Joys I find, 
JVb Words caj^ ipcak the Tranfgorta of my Mi»d. 
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Would Phoebus warm mc with poetic Fire, 

Or would the Mantuan Mufe my Tongue infpire ; 

As great Eliza (hone in Spencer's Line, 

The Greater Carolina ihould in mine ; 

Then wpuld I emulate the tuneful Throng, 

And with her glorious Name immortalize my Song» 



^PASTORAL ELEGY. 

AT firft in Vales obfcure, the Lyre I ftrung 5 
Vales, where the Mufe her annual Labours fung • 
Now, leaving thefe, (he ranges o'er the Plains, 
And tunes her, Voice to Flocks and Shepherd Swains ; 
Yet, frefti in Grief, but feebly moves her Wings, 
Weeps,, while (he flies ; and trembles as (he fings. 

Two Country Swains, in Friendflbip firmly join*d 5 
XovM each alike, and were, like Brothers, kind : 
Great CAROLiNS her Royal Bounty (how'd 
To one, and raisM him from the grov*ling Crowd ;, 
When ftraight his fmiling Looks, and chearful Mien,^ 
Proclaim^ the Goodnefs of a gracious Qu££iq \ 

Ci ^>ax 
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But gloomy Sadnefs fooii his Face poffefs'cf. 
And clouded all the Joys before exprefs'd : 
The other gay and plea(ant ftill appear'd ; 
Nor griev'd for Evils paft, nor future fear*d j 
One Day they met ; Menalcas firft began j 
And thus the Mournful Tale, ahemate, ran r 

Menalcas. 

Why, Colin, doft thou wear that penCve Look,. 
And fighing ftand, fupported by thy .Crook ? 
Say, from what Cauft thFs Melancholy fprings I 
Or doft thou verify what Damon fmgs f 
** Vain Man can never fatiatc his Defires f 
•* The more he has, the more he ftill requires r 
** To-day be*s craving, and To-morrow cloy'd ;: 
** New Plcafures grow infipid,. when enjoy'd-'* 
So, when our Sheep on Hills refufe to feed,. 
Wc ftraight remove them to the verdant Mead 5 
Where all, intent, the lufcious Herbage graze ; 
And, . for that Day, their Pafture feems to pleafe r 
The next, they range around the fiow'ry Space ; 
And bleating tell, they loathe the tainted Grafs> 



Colin. 
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Go LIN. 

*TwAS Yefterday, a giddy Sftecp I view'd. 
Which ro(e in Cuddy's FoId» and fhigg*ring flood % 
While one with burly Horns, fecure from Pain, 
Ran, envioufly, and pufhed- him down again. 
So you, vain jefting Youth ! unmov'd with Care, 
Infult the haplefs Swain, that'» in Defpair. 

Menalcas^.. 

I nor Infulted, nor intended Guile ; 
And, if I jefted, ^fiwas to make thee fmile : 
But tell^ me^ Swatn, what wond'rous Turn of Fate 
O'erclouds thy Face, that look'd fcrene of late ? 
What, is thy Harveft blafted on the Ground ? 
Or has the Royal Carolina frown'd ? 
Unveil thy Griefs, and make thy Sorrows known ; 
You khowy my Friend's Misfortunes are my own. 

Colin. 

My Harveft is not blafted on the Ground,. 
Nor has the Royal Carolina frown'd : 
But lately, when the Sun had gaily dreft 
The lofty Mountains in a purple Veftj^ 
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I early rofe, to tend my fleecy Care ; 
Wet was the Grafs, and piercing cold the Air* 
My lovely Sylvia, flay behind, I faid, 
Tifl I have weav'd a Garland for thy Head ; 
Tm I a Bow'r, with fcady Branched, forao^ 
To fiiuftthe fcorching Ray, or rapid Stormy 
And when the Dew's exhal'd„ which Night dtfiilTc!^ 
Blefi CoiiN with thy Pl-cfence in the Field* 
She anfwer'di not ;. but from her Bofom fent 
Adcep-prefaging Sigh, before I wefit,. 
The Sun had: painted e/iry Obje£t gay^ 
When to the chearfeil Field I took my Way ^ 
The Lark with Mattins welcomed in the Morn ^ 
The Thrufli a^d Finch iat chirping oi^ the Thorn j^ 
The SwaJQowt roUnd^ in airy Circles flew ^ 
And, ah t poor Co&m dien was joyful too i 
But fuddenly I faw the Mifts arife> 
And darkening Clouds o'^r fpread the dufty Skies ^ 
^W Horizon feemM to caft a gloomy Frown,. 
While from his airy Height the Lark funk down ^ 
The tuneful Birds their joyous. Songs deny'd i 
And boding Owls> and footy Ravens, cry*d. 
My drooping Heart, which felt unufual Weight,. 
Shgck'd witbiuchOinenH ceas'd almo£k to beat : 

' Yeft 
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Yetthefe, faid I, portend no Evil^ while- 

My Royal Miftreis condefcends to fmile. 

If She's propitbus, what caa Colin fear f 

Inur'd the lefier Ills of Life to bear. 

Thus fiud,^ I took tny Way to yonder Grove 1 

And formM, with fpseading Boughs, an arch'd Alcove : 

So cloie I twifled in each pliant Spray, 

As might exclude the Wind, or funiqr Ray» 

With fweeteft Flow'rs I deck'd the moiTy Ground^ 

And firew^d the fragrant Woodbinds all around.. 

Here, when^ iaid I, my Sylvia comes a-field^ 

This grateful Bow* a fafe Retreat il&all yield -i 

If rainy ,^ here fhe may the Storms evade ; 

If fair, the Bi'anches will project a Shade : 

Here Sylvia (hall, with Colin, take her Reft ;: 

And Colin h^re^ with Sylvia,, (hall be blefL 

As thus I fpake, around I cafi my Eye-, 

And iasvceteftialCitiA drawif^ nigh : 

I faw ; but wond!cr*d why her heavenly Mieik 

Was clouded o*fer, that us'd to be fercne. 

Celiacs the Miftrefs of the flowlry Plain^ 

Whofe's Bounty's known to ev'ry worthy Swain ^ 

Not Godlike Pan prefided witk more Care^ 

Kor to^ JLrcadtan Shepherds was fo dear» 

Whea 
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When Ceiia to the rural Shade retires, 

She ev'ry Breaft with rifing Hope infpires j 

Expelling Swains, with joyous Looks, proclaim* 

The happy Time,' and hail the generous Dame : 

As languid Plants, which half the Year lie dead. 

When Spring approaches, rarfe their drooping Head*. 

She crofs'd the Plains with a dejefted Air ; 

Her penfivc Afpeft Ihew'd her pious Care ; 

An4y loth th* unwelcome Tidings to reveal. 

She fighing Ipoke, and left th' unfmifh'd Tale r 

«' Ah poor unhappy Swain F return, return ; 

** The fable Clouds foretell a rainy Morn : 

** Nor only is the Day o*ercaft with Gloom y 

<' Thy pleafing Hopes are blaftcd all at home ; 

" Thy Sylvia, Oh !." — She faid, and diopt the reft ^ 

But my prefaging Heart too rightly guefs*d : 

I {ilent ftood, and fpoke my Grrief with Tears ^ 

You know^ my Heart was firmly link'd to her^ 

Menalcas. 
1 know, your Hearts arc link'd in Friendfhip faft ;, 
Long may that mutual Bond of Friendfhip lafl i 
May Hymen to you both propitious prove, 
And Death but late unite the Knot of Love. 

COLtKw^ 
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C o L r K. 

or flop, Menalcas, and my Lois deplore j 
The good, the faithful Sylvia is no more ! * 

That gloomy Morn, (he, in my Abfence, dy'd j 
And rigid Death the laft Farewel deny'd. 
Another Loft I could content have bdrne ; 
But muft the Lofs of Sylvia always mourn. 
My lovely Sylvia was my fofteft Theme, 
My Song by Efey, by Night my pleafing Dream : 
But now in Sighs I fpend the lingering Day ; 
And, wcepfng, pafs th« tardy Night away : 
Nor does thy Friend indulge a ncedlefs Care j. 
My Lofs is^ great, and juft is my Dcfpair. 

Menalcas* 
Thy Lofs and Sorrows equally are great. 
But Death's the Law of Nature, fix'd by Fate : 
Otir Flocks, our Herds, our All, precarious ftands j 
And fail we muft, when Heav'i>our Fait commands. 

C o i I ». 
Yet Flocks and Herds are with Reluctance Qiar'd j 
And what aie Flocks and Herds, with her compar'd ? 
► A 
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A hungry Fox ftde ten of Cuddy's Lafnbs, 

A lurching Mongrel kiU'd their bleating Dams : 

Say^ did not Cuddy for his Lofs repine i 

But, ah ! what Lofs was his» compar'd with mine I 

Menalcas. 

I have a Flute, which Damon lately made $ 
No Shepherd on a fweeter ever playM : 
I tun'd it Yefterday , and ftraight a Throt^ 
Of Nymphs and Swains, ran crowding to my Song i 
My lift'ning Ewes,. a*while» forfook their Meat ^ 
My tender Lambs, tho' hungry, ceas'd to bleat : 
ni tune again the foft harmonious Lay ; 
Mufic^ perhaps, may chafe thy Cares away» 

C o- L I K. 
Menalcas, ' Mu&c's for a lighter III ; 
Such Woes as mine would baffle all thy Skills. 
Upon his Flute Alexis often plays. 
And ftrives to charm my Sorrows with his Lays ^ 
Upon his Flute Alexis plays in vain : 
His Lays, tho' charming, cannot charm my Pain». 
The tuneful Birds rejoice on ev*ry Spray, 
My wanton Lambkins in their Failure play ; 

U 
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In vain the tuneful Birds r^oice, in vain 
My wanton Lambkins fport upon the Plain. 

With chearfol Green the fpacious Fields arc crownM, 
A;id beauteous. Flow'rs adorn the painted Ground i 
The fnowy Bloflbms on the Branches {hine, 
A pieadng Scene to cv*ry Eye, but mine ! 
For neither chearful Green, that crowns the Field> 
Nor fnowy Bloflbms, which the Branchea yield, 
Nor FlowVs, that ipread the painted Meadows o'er. 
Delight my Eyes, now Sylvia is no more* 

Mekalgas. 
'Tls more than Time thy mournful Dirge to end*; 
Ywj fee, the whiftling Ploughmen homeward tend % . 
Our fleecy Flocks ftand waiting round the Fold ; 
Damp fee! the Dews^ the ruffling Breezes cold j. 
The fetting Sun forfakes the blufhing Skies, 
And hazy Fogs from marfliy Grounds arife : 
Then fold thy Sheep, thy anxious Cares remove i 
Nor weep on Earthy for her who fmgs above. 



On 
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On a Good Conscience,. 

TH E folid Joys of human Kind 
Are thofe that flow from Peace of Mind ^ 
For who the Sweets of Life can tafte> 
With Vice, and timVous Guilt, oppreft t 
*Tis Virtue foftens all our Toils^ 

"With Peace our Confcience crowns j 
Gives Pleafure, when our Fortune fmiles^ 

And Courage, when it frowns ; 
Calins ev'ry Trouble, makes the Souf ferene, 
Smpoths the contraded Brow» and chears the Hea 
, within* 

While guilty Minds, invoIvM with Woc^ 

Anticipate the future Blow^; 
Which, is (to make Damnation more complete) 
The' lefler Hell, in Paflage to the greats 
Bold and intrepid honeft Men appear ; 
For, as they know no Evil, none they fear : 
A glorious Shield of Virtue guards their Breaft ;; 
Arm'd with thcmfelvcs, they always walk at Reft. 

Thu 
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Thus, under burfling Clouds, and ftormy SkieSj 
When Thunder roars, and Lightning flies, 
Th* Imperial ^Eagles boldly rove, 
Nor dread the fiery Bolt of Jove j 

While meaner Birds in fecret creep below j^. 

And trembling fear, and often feel the Blow. 
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MUSIC the coldeft Heart can warm. 
The hardeft melt, the fierceft charm 5 
J Difarm the Savage of his Rage,. 
^ Pifpel our Cares, and Pains aiHiage ;; 
With Joy it can our Souls in/pire,. 
And tune our Tempers to the Lyre ;. 
Our Paffioas, like the Notes, agree^ 
And ftand fubdu'd by Harmony, 
This found the melancholy King^ 
When David tun'd the trembling String," 
Sweet Music cbas'd the fullen Spleen away'^ 
Aad made his clouded Soul ferenely gay. 



a 
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n. 

While Music breathes in martial Airs, 
The Coward dares forget his Fears j 
Or, if the Notes to Pky found. 
Revenge and Envy ceafe to wound : 
The Pow'r of Music has been known^ 
To raife or tumble Cities down : 
Thus ThihoH Turrets, Authors fay^ 
Were rais*d by Music's Magj^k Lay > 
And antient Jeric^'s Heav Vhited WaU» 
To fiicfed Music ow'd its deftin'd FalL 

iir. 

Nor Mortids only Music love % 
It chears celeftial Saints above i. 
Sweet Hallelujahs Angela fing 
Around their great Ethertd King^ 
Ceaflefs they found the Father's Praii^^ 
The Father too approves their Lays ^ 
For H E (as all Things) Music made,^ 
And Seraphims before Him play'd : 
When over HorehU Mount he came>, 
Array'd in Majefty and Flame }. 

After the founding Trump, fublime, He rode; 

The founding Trump proclaim.'d th*^ approach! 
GOD. 
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IV. 

Music had Being, long before 

The folemn Organ learnt to roar : 

WHen Michael, o'er the heav'nly Plain, 

Advanced, to fight the rebel Train, 

Loud Trumpets did his Wrath declare. 

In Music, terrible to bear : 

And when the Univcrfe was made. 

On golden Harps the Angels play'd : 

And when it falls, (as fall itmuft) 

Music {hall penetrate the Duft ; 
The Trump fliall found with the Archa^gd^s Breathy 
And, fweetly dreadful !. wake the Dead from Deadi. 



On Richmond Park, and Royai^ 
Gardens. 

OF blifsful Groves I fing, and flow'ry Plains x 
Ye Sylvan Nymphs, affift my rural Strains. 
Shall Windfor Foreft gain a deathlcfs Fame, 
And grow Immortal as the Poet's TTame \ * 

WhUc 
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While not a Bard, of all the tuneful Throng, 

With thefe delightful Fields adorns his * Song ? 

Thy Gardens, Richmond^ boaft an equal Theme, 

And only aflc an equal Mufe's Flame. 

What tho' no Virgin Nymphs, of Cynthia's Train, 

With Belt and Quiver grace the verdant Plain ? 

What tho' no fabled confecrated Eloods 

Flow o'er thy Fields, or murmur thro' thy Woods ? 

My Song thy real Beauties ifaall purfue. 

And paint the lovely Seeries, and paint 'em true ; 

A pleafingTalk ! Nor flight fhall be thy Praife, 

If Royal Caroline accept my Lays* 

Delighted, often thro' the mazy Groves, 
The Mufe, in penfiveContempkHon, roves; 
Or climbs the flow afcending f Hill, whofe Brow 
Hangs o'er the filver Stream, which rolls below \ 
Where all around me fliining Profpedls rife. 
And various Scenes invite my gazing Eyes ; 
And, while I view one Objefl: with Delight, 
New plcafing Wonders charm the feafted Sight : 

* This was writ in the Vear 1731 j fince when, great Alterations 
and Improvements have been made in the Gardens, and feveral Poems 
^hliib*d on the iame Subje^ f RUbmondB^XU 

' -Now 
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Now this aHures, now that attra^ it moft; 
And the firft Beauty's in the fecond loft. 

Thus, in a grateful Concert, may we hear 

TheSounds at once furprize, and charm our Ear \ 

The trembling Notes, in hafty Fugues, arife ; 

And this advances, ere the former flies i 

All feem to be confus'd, yet all agree 

To perfect the melodious Harmony* 

* 
Beneath the Mount, with what majcftic Pride 

The Sire of Rivers rolls his filver Tide J 

Let Poets fmg of Hermus* golden Shore, 

His amber Foam, and Sands of fhining^Ore : 

Nor Tragus envy we, nor fruitful NiUj • 

Whofe fatt'ning Floods enrich the thirfty Soil : 

Happy Britannia boafts as fair a Stream, 

As great in Bounties, and as great in Fame ; 

Since Denham's deathlefs Mufe has fung his Tide, 

And Int^a*s Riches o'er his Surface glide. 

Obsequious River, when my Eyes furvey 
ThyWavcs^ orEaft, .or Weft, purfue their Way 

Now 



^4 POEMS 

Now fwiftly roll, to meet the briny Main ; 
At ftated Periods, now return again j 
How vain the Schemes of Infidels appear ! 
How weak their Reas'nings, and the Gop how clear F 
Say, Atheifts, finceyouown, by Nature's Laws, 
There's no EfFeft produc'd without a Caufe ;' 
Why fhould the reftlefs Stream run to and fro, 
^ And, with alternate Motion, ebb and flow $ 
Did not fome Being, of fuperior Force, 
Rule the wild Waves, and regulate their Courfe ? 

Hbnce lofty TFindfir to the Sight appears ; 
And, high in Air, her pompous Turrets rears : 
Wide, round her Domes, the fpacious Foreft fhines 
Tho' brighter much in Pope's harmonious Lines ; 
Oh ! would his tuneful Mufe my Breaft infpire. 
With equal Warmth, with her fublimer Fire ; 
Then Richmond Hill rcnown'd in Verfe fliould grow. 
And Thames te-tcho to the Song below ; 
A fccond Eden in my Page fhould (hine. 
And Milton's Paradife fubmit to mine. 

Oft, loft in Thought, forgetful of my Way, 
J, o*ts the Park, thro' Wilds of Beauty ftray j 

/ Where 



on feveral Occqfions. 5^ 

Where fportive Nature wantons at her Will, 

And laviflies her Bloom, unchecked by Skill. 

Old venerable Trees, majeftic, rife. 

Sublime in Air, and brave the vaulted Skies ; 

Which, free from cruel Steel, or Laborer's Hand, 

In peaceful Age, and hoary Honour ftand. 

Here, when Aurora firft begins to dawn. 

The wakeful Larks fpring mounting from the Lawn ; 

Pois'd by their Plumes, in lofty Flights they play j 

With joyful Warblings hail th' approaching Day : 

But, when the Sun difplays a purple Scene, 

And drinks the pearly Dew, that deck'd the Green ; 

A thoufand tuneful Birds in Concert meet, 

A thoufand tuneful Notes the Groves repeat j 

And, when their Mufic ceafes with the Day, 

Sweet Philomela chants her penfive Lay. 

But, hark ! I hear a louder Mufic found ; 
From Woods and Vales the various Notes rebound : 
'Tis JlbiorCs King purfues the Royal Chace : 
The nimble Stag (kims o'er th* unbending Grafs : 
The Way wBich Fear dircAs, he trembling tries 5 
Nor knows where Fear dire£ls, or where he flies : 
D 
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A Hundred different Sounds aflkO his Ears ; 
A Death, in ev'ry different Sound, he fears : 
And now he faintly moves a flower Pace, 
And clofer now the Hounds purfue their Chace; 
Till, in Defpair, back x>n his Foes he turns ; 
Makes feeble Efforts with his branchy Horns ; 
Short is the Combat, foon he yields his Breath, 
And gafpmg falls, and trembling pants, in Death, 

Now to a fofter Theme defcends iny Mufe y 
Thro' artful Walks her pleafing Path purfues ; 
Where lofty Elms, and conic Lindens rife. 
Or where th' extenfive Terras charms her Eyes j 
Where Elegance and noble Grandeur meet. 
As the Ideas of its Miftrefs, great. 
Magnificently fair, majeftically fweet. 
See, on its Margin, Fields of waving Corn ; 
Thefe horded Crops, and Flowerets this, adorn ; 
Ceres and Flora lovingly embrace, 
^nd gay Varieties the Landfcape grace. 

• 
Hence lead, me, Mufes, thro* yon arched Grove, 

AdornM with Sand below, and Leaves above ; 



} 
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Or let me o'er the fplcioos Oval trace, 
Where verdant Carpets fpread the lovely Place ; 
Where Trees in regulaf Confiifion ftand, 
And fylvan Beauties rife on ev'rjr Hand : 
Or bear me. Nymphs, to tiiefequcfter^d Cell, 
Where Boyle and Newton, mighty Sages ! dwell j 
Whofe Fame (hall live, altho* the Grot decay. 
Long as thofe (acred Truths their Works difplay. 

How fweedy pleifmg i& thb cool Retreat, 
When PhoE&us blazes with meridian Heat ! 
In vain the fervid Beams around it play ; - 
The rocky Roof repels the fcorchiilg Ray ; 
Securely guarded with a fylvan Scene, 
In Nature's Liv'ry drcft, for ever green. 
To vifit this^ the curious Stranger roves. 
With grateful Travel thro' a Wild of Groves \ 
And, tho' direded,' oft mi(bkes his Way, 
Unknowing where the winding Mazes ftray 5 
Yet ftill his Feet the magic Paths purfue, 
Charm'd, tho' bewildered, with the plealing View. 

Not fo attraaive lately fhone the Plain, 
A gloomy Wa(te, not Worth the Mu£c*a S\mti \ 
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''" Where thorny Brakes the Traveller rcpell'd. 
And Weeds and Thiftles overfpread the Field ; 
Till Royal George, and heav'nly Ca?.oline, 
Bid Nature in harmonious Luftre ihine ; 
The facred Fiat thro' the Chaos rung. 
And Symmetry from wild Diforder fprung. 

So, once, confus'd, the bgrb'rous Nations ftood ; 
Unpolifh'd were their Minds, their Manners rude ; 
Till Rome her conqu'ring Eagles wide di(flzy^6. 
And bid the World reform The World obey'd. 

How blefs'd the Man in thefe delightful Fields 5 

New Pleafures each indulgent Moment yields. 

Let gayer Minds in Town purfue their Joys, 

Exchanging Quietnefe for Crowds and Noife -; 

Confume die Night at Mafqueradc or Play j 

Or wafte, in bufy Idlenefs, the Day : 

I envy not Augujia^s pompous Piles, 

Since rural Solitude more pleafing fmilcs, 

O Solitude ! the Sage's chief Delight ! 

What Numbers can thy lovely Charms recite ! 

Hail, peaceful Nymph ! thou eldeft Thing on Earth I 

Nay, like Eternity, thou hadft no Birth ; 

Th6 
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The Heavens alone can thy Commencement tell. 

Ere Michael fought, or peccant Angels fell ; 

Before the Skies with radiant Light were clad, 

In awful Gloom, and venerable Shade, 

The Father thee his fole Companion made. 

When to Creation firft his Thoughts ihclin'd, 

Andtfuture Worlds wercrifing in his Mind ; 

He fat with thee, and planned the mighty Scheme ; 

With thee adjufted the ftupendous Frame ; 

Contrived how Globes, felf-balanc'd in the Air, 

With reftlcfs Rounds fhould rule the circling Year ; 

How Orbs o'er Orbs in myftic Dance (hould roll, 

What Laws fupport, and regulate the Whole : 

Nor art thou yet impair'd, celeftial Dame ; 

Thy Charms are ftill attraftive, ftill the fame ; 

With thee the Mind, abftraiSed from the Crew, 

May ftudy Nature, and her Ends purfue j 

With thee I hear the feather'd Warblers fmgj 

With thee furvey the Beauties of the Springs 

When BloiToms, Leaves, and Fruits the Branches yield. 

And Eder^s Glory crowns the happy Field. 

Here firft the Mufe (aufpicious was the Place !) 
Rejoic'd to fee her Royal Guardian's Face ; ' 

D 3 How 
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How mild, yet how majeftic, wa« her Look ! 

How fweedy condcfccnding all (he fpokc ! 

On ev'ry pleafing Accent Wifdom hung, 

And Truth and Virtue dwelt upon her TongU€# 

O ? were I equal to the glorious Theme, 

Then ibould my Lays immortalize her Fame ; 

Or paint Great George in peaceful Laurels dreft^ 

With Mion's Safety lab'ring in his Breaft ; 

Who (while contending Nations round him jar, 

And Subje£b Weal^> fupport^ their Monarch's War) 

Guards happy Britain^ with his floating Tow^s^ 

From purple Slaughter, ^nd invading Pow'rs % 

No plundering Armies rob our fruitful Plaix) | 

But, blefs'd with Pc^ce a&d PkoCyi fmiles the Swain* 

Not fo he fmiles upon the foreign Shores ; 
But ftarving walks thro' Nature's lavifli Stores ; 
Poor Pcafants with their rigid Burdens groan. 
And till the Glebe for Harvefts not their own. 
What, tho' their more propitious Phosbus (hines 
With warmer Rays^and chears the curling Vines ? 
What, tho' rich Olives grace the fertile Soil, 
And the hot Climate teems with fattening Oil f 
The hungry Farmer views his Crops in vain. 
In vain the Vineyard tempts the thirfty Swain i 

While 
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While their ftcm Tyrant's arbitrary Pow'r 
Rifles the Plains, and ravages their Store : 
Thy Sons, Britannia, from fuch Evils free. 
Enjoy the Sweets of Peace and Liberty j 
A gracious Sovereign fmilcs upon the TTirone, 
And Heav'n confirms the happy Realm his own* 



uiVARO and AMANDA. 

yf POEM, in Four Canto's, 
Taken from tbi Spe^bcor, Vol. I. Numb* XL 

C A N T o I. 

WHAT Ills from Want of Education flow. 
From Avarice what cruel Scenes of Woe, 
I mean to fing j except the tuneful Mafd 
Neglcft my Numbers, and refufe her Aid. 
Say, Goddefs, firft, what made the Youth explore 
A foreign Clime, and quit his native Shore ? 
Say too, how on the barbarous Ifle he came ; 
What movM the Kindnefs of the Ntgr$ Dame f 
What could provoke a faithlefs Youth t& ^1 
A Friend, whofis only Crime was loving well I 

D 4 Now 
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Now bad Avaro twenty IFinters pafs'd. 
His blooming Features ev'ry Beauty grac'd > 
In lilver Rings, his loofely- flowing Hair 
Hung o'er^h^.;SJ>oul(|ers with a comely Air ; 
Robuft his Limbs, and daring was his Soul, 
And Vigour cfiown'd the well-proportion'd Whole : 
His graceful Charms the Ladies oft furvey*d. 
And oft their Eyes an am'rous Signal made j 
But ne^ejrVould.the tender PafRon move. 
The ftubborn Youth was ftill averfe to Love ; 
Yet, tho* his' Breaft was l^roof to Cupid's Dart, 
A more ignoble God enilav'd his Heart. 

No Myfteries of Faith difturb*d his Head ; 
For Myfteries of Faith he feldom read ; 
That moral Lg^, which Nature had impreft. 
He blotted from the Volume of his Breaft j 
Yet in his Mind his Father's Precepts bears. 
Who often rung tl^is Leflbn in his Ears : 
** Would you, my Son, to Happinefs afpire, 
** Knpwy Gold^ alone can Happinefs acquire ; 
*« He that. has Gold^ is powerful as a King, 
^ Has Vatouo Virtue, Wifdpm, cv'ry Thing ! 

*• This 
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<< This to obtain, your utmoft Skill beftow ; 

** And if you gain it, be not careful how : 

^< If in the Court, or Camp, you take Delight : 

*« Then dare to flatter th^e^ or hen to fight : 

** Or, fliould the Merchant's Life your Fancy pleafc, 

** Be bold, and bravely venture on the Seas ; 

** Many by Merchandize have gainM Renown, 

** And made the //rrfiVj Wealth become their own." _ 

The Youth imbib'd the Precepts of his Tongue, 

NegleSing ev^ry Law of Right and Wrong ; 

Taught by his Sire to court deftru£live Gain, 

He burns to try his Fortune on the Main, 

While other Youths, hy Wit or Pleafure fway'd. 
Frequent the Play, the Ball, or Mafqueradej 
Av ARO, ftudious, in his Chamber ftays, 
Carelefs of Balls, of Mafquerades, and Plays ; 
There adds, fubftrafts, and, with unweary'd Pain, 
Learns all the Rules of Int'reft, Lofs, and Gain* 

Next, from an old Aftronomer, he tries 
To learn the Planets Journey thro' the Skies j 
With him^ at Night, when Heav'n ferencappcars. 
He points the Quadrant at the fliining Spheres 5 

D s The 
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TheHvADES, and frozen Pole furveys. 

Which guide the Sailor o*er the diftant Se^s ; ' 

Then Maps and Modds of ouj QIqV^ prepares^ 

And carefully infpecSts hQ%h Hepiiifpbeces ; 

Frpm Eaft to Weft he \kw^ ^he fpacious Round, > 

Pieas'd with the modei:n World CoLVJA^vs foi^id :. 

In Hope elate, the Youth impatient fiands. 

And feems to grafp both Indies in bis Hands. 

This fees the Sire, anihaftUy providca 

A Veffel, Proof againft the Win4s ^d, T^es. 

The Youth embarks, the foft propitioii^ Q^es. 

Arife, and foon expand the fwelUng Sails y 

The Ship glides fwiftly o'er the liquid Plain, 

And Neptune (miles, ^nd courts him on the Main. 

But fee, how Mortals are the Sporl of Fate j 
How oft unhappy, ftriving to be great ! 
Ere Cynthia twice her monthly Race had run. 
An Omen of the fatal Storm begun : 
The murmuring Wind arifes by Degrees, 
And rocks the Ship, and fweeps the curling Seas ; 
Now louder, with impetuous Force it roars. 
And fiioves the fwelling Surges to the Shores ; 

Till 
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THl rapid Rain, and Flakes of bickering Flame, 
With dreadful Thunder vex th' ethcrial Frame, 
Struck with Surprize, the thn'rous Merchant ftands. 
Nor knows what he forbids, or what commands : 
Nor (afely back, nor can he forwards go ; 
But trembling waits, and fears the fatal Blow*. 

Long Time the Sailors work againft the Wind, 
With fruitlcfs Toil, to gain the Port affign'd ; 
Till Courage, Hope, and all Provifions fail'd. 
And Fear, Defpair, and Want their Souls aflaiPd. 
Forc'd by the Storm into a winding Bay, 
Their joyful Eyes an Indian Iflc furvey j 
When ftraight they quit their Ship, and gain the Shore, 
And for Recruits the favage Land explore* 

Adjoining to the dreary Beach, there flood 
Wild Shrubs and Tre^, that form'd a gloomy Wood 5 
Where, clofe obfcur'd, the crafty Natives lay. 
And watch'd the wand'ring Crew, remote ' from Sea : 
Then forth they rufli, and ftralt their Bows prepare ; 
Too late tbe Sailors fee th* approaching War : 
In vain the Brave engage, or TimVous fly \ 
The Timorous and the Brave, promifcuous die 5 

D6 The 
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The barb*jr0us Fields are ftain'd with purple Gore, 
And dreadful Groanings echo to the Shore. 
Our youthful Merchant 'fcap/ss, and, flies alone ; 
His Fear impeb, and Safety prompts him on ; 
Thro* dulky Woods he takes his trembling Flight j 
The duiky Woods conceal him from their Sight, 
Till in the devious Wilds, remote from Foes, 
Then, on the Ground, he weeping vents his Woes ; 
oft curs'd his haplefs Fate, and often thought 
On what the hoary Star-monger had taught ; 
How, at our Birth, as difF'rent Planets rule. 
They form a Wit, or conftitute a Fool j 
How, in the Maze of Life, we aft, as they 
Attraft, retard, or force us in the Way. 
And, as he thefe uncertain Cenfures made, 
Againft the Stars he, thus exclaiming, faid : 

The Planets fure fome noxious Pow'r difplay, 
And rule my Life with arbitrary Sway ; - 
Elfe I -had ne'er forfook my native Home, 
Nor in this halcful Defert met my Doom — — 
And yet, when I refleft, I cannot fee. 
How Globes infenfible ftiould influence me ! 
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I cfaufe my A^ons ; when the Choice is made, 
I nor invoke, nor yet confult their Aid. 
When Mortab adl acootrding to their Will, 
Can Heav'n be call'd the Author of their Dl ? 
Too late I find, the Stars are not in Fault ; 
But 'tis that golden Wifh my Sire has taught : 
Enticing G^/^, that damn'ddeceiving Guide, 
Induced me firft to ftcm the foaming Tide ; 
Fallacious Charntj that led me from Repofe^ 
Now leaves me in a Labyrinth pf; Woes, '' : . 

So, when compa(Jked Vapours, in the Night, 
Skim o'er the Fields, with a delufive Light, 
The injudicious Traveller furveys 
Th' alluring Scene^ and courts the glift'ring Blaze j 
Till, tempted o'er a Rock's impendii^g BrQ^, • ''' 
He falls to fome tremendous Gulph below. 

Thus the unhappy Youtb laments his Fate, . 
Confcious of all the Ills that round him wait ; 
Till fetting Phoebus leaves the blulhing Sky, 
And glimm'ring Stars a feeble Light fupply : . 
The Shades of Night increafe his anxious Care, 
And add a greater Horror to Dcfpair, 
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AL L Night in Tears dK penfiv^ Merchant tay. 
And often wifh'dy aad fear'd the coming Day ; 
Till, on the HiUs, the rifing Sun difplay'd 
His golden Beams, and chas'd away the Shade : 
Harmonious Birds falute his chearful Rays, 
And hail the rofy Mom with joyful Lays ; 
While, ftrctch*d upon the Ground, Avaro moans, 
Anfw'ring their tuneful Songs withptercmg Groans. 

Not diftant fu from where the Youth was laid, 
A purling Stream, in pleaiing Murmurs, playM ; 
And, by the Margin oT the cryftal Flood, 
Two Rows of Trees in beauteous Order ftood ; 
Whofe Branches form'd a pendent Arch above, 
Diffiiifmg gloomy Verdure o*er the Grove. 
An Indian Princefs hither daily came, 
Pleas'd with the grateful Shade, and cooling Stream : 
She now was walking to her lov'd Retreat, 
And heard the mourning Youth lament his Fate : 

Flx^d 
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Fix*d \n Anaze a-wktle flie ftft'ning ftood ; 

Then fwift ^pproadi^d him, rufhing thro* the Wood. 

Th* affrighted Merchant ro& with gazing Eyes^ 

And timorous Looks, that teftifyM Surprize : 

Backward he ftarts; the Daine> with equal Fears, 

Recedes as faft, and wonders what appears \ 

Yet, bolder grown, fee <bon advanced again, 

Smit with the Beauty of the Godlike Man : 

His Drefs, and fair Complexion,, chann'd her Sight j 

Each glowing Feature gave her new Ddigbt i 

While Lrove and Pity both arofe within. 

And kindled in her Soul a Flame uiifeen. 

With equal Joy AvARO now furvey'd 

The native Graces of the Negro Maid^r . 

He view'd her Arms, with various Ribbands boun4|] 

Her downy Head, with painted Feathers crown'd ; 

With Bredes, and lucid Shells, in Circles ftrung. 

Which Ihone refulgent, as they round her hung. 

As when, in fplendid Robes, a courtly Maid 
Begins the Dance at Ball or Mafquerade ; 
The Pearls and Di'monds fliine with mingled Light, 
And glitt'ring Pendants blaze againft the Sight. 

So 
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So (hone the beauteous ShelU abound her Waift, .' 
And fparkling Gems, that dcck'd her jetty Bre^;. " 
All which AvARo's gazing Eyes purfue, 
Charm'd with her lonely Sh^pet difclos'd to View : , 
Each Limb appears in juft Proportion made. 
With Elegance thro^ ev'ry Part difplay'd : 
And now his Cares diflblve, new Paffions move ; 
And Nature intimates, the Change' is Love. 

Not far remote, a Cooling Grof was madei 
In which the Virgin often fought a Shade : 
Thick Shrubs, and fruitful Vines, around it grew ; 
And none, except herfelf, the Manfion knew. 
To this obfcure Recefs the Royal Dame, 
Rejoicing, with her lovely Captive came : 
Then, from the Branches, with officious Hafte, 
She plucks the Fruits, which yield a fweet Repaft : 
That done, fhe, with her Bow, explores the Wood ; 
Pierc'd with her Shaft, the Fowl refigns his Blood. 
Then back fce baftens to her cool Retreat, 
And for AvARO drefs'd the grateful Meat : 
To flake his Thirft, (he next direfts his Way, 
Where cryftal Streams in wild Meanders ftray. 

Nor 
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Nor lets him there, exposed to Foes, remain ; 
But to the Cave conducts' him &fe again. 

So doats Amanda on the Merchant, while 
She fcome the Lovers of her native Ifte : 
For all the Heroes of her Country ftrove, 
With Emulation, to attra6fc her Love 5 
And, when they could the painted Fowls infnare. 
Or pierce the favage Beaft in fylvan War, 
The Skins and Feathers, Trophies of their Fame, 
They gave for Prcfents to the Royal Dame ; 
AH which fhe to het lov*d Avaro brought j 
And with them gayly decked his (hining Grot : 
The fpottcd Panther here flie hung ; and there. 
With Paws extended, frown'd the ihaggy Bear ; 
Here gaudy Plumes appear, in Luftre bright 5 
There Shells and Pearls diffufe a fparkling Light*' 

As when, to grace fome Royal Prince's Hall, 

The fldlful Painter animates the Wall i ... 

J .... 1/ i 

Here warlike Heroes frown in martial Arms, 
There a foft Nymph difplays her blufhing Charms ; 
A pleafing Landfcape next invites bur Eye, 
And the Room glows with fweet Variety. 

Yet, 
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Y£T, ftill to give her Lover more Delight, 
(Left what he daily faw, (hould pall the Sight) 
When Sol with Purple cloath'd the WefternSky, 
And Shades extended ihew'd the Evening nigh. 
She to fome verdant Grove the Youth convey'd. 
Where Nightingales harmonious Mufic made : 
Soft Flow'rets were their Couch ; and, all around^ 
DifFuflve Sweets perfum'd the fragrant Grouad. 
There oft (he would his fiiowy Bofom bare. 
Oft round her fingers wind his filver Hair ; 
Charm'd with the Co^traft, which their Colours made. 
More pleafing than the Tulip's Light and Shader 
Kor was the Youth infcnfible j but foon 
Repaid^ her Love by (hewing of his own : 
Oft would his Boibm heave with fpeaking Sighs j 
Oft would he gaze, and languifli' with^ his Eyes : 
Now on her panting Breaft his Head.repofe, 
To meet his Head her panting Breaft arofe ; 
While in her Soul ecftatic Raptures glow'd,. 
And her fond Arms believ'd they clafp'd a God. 

Soliv'd the happy Pair, obferv'd by none. 
Till both had learnt a Language of their own s 

In 
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In which the Youth, one Ev'nin^ in the Sbadcy 
Beguiles the harmlefs unfufpicious Maid 3 
I>eans on her Breaft, and, with a Kifs, betrays ; 
Then vents his fpecious Fraud in Words like thefe : 

Witness, ye Gods, and all ye Blcfs'd above, 
(For ye can witnefs beft, how well I love) 
If e'er among our blooming Nymphs, I knew 
Such Pleafures, as my Soul receives from you ? 
O dear Amanda I could I but, with thee. 
Once more my happy native Country fee. 
You fhould not there in lonely Cavei retreat, 
Nor trace the burning Sands with naked Feet ; 
Your Limbs, which now the Sun and Wind invade. 
Should neatly be in fofteft Silk^ arrayM ; 
In gilded Coacb^ S^yly ^puld you ridey 
By Horfes drawn, which, prating Side by Side, 
"Neigh, foam, and champ the Bit with graceful Pridej^ 
Our Time, in Pomp tad Peace, fliouid Aide away. 
And blooming Plcafares crown the imiliog Day % 
And when the fetting ;Sun forfook the Skietj 
Approaching Night ibould but sncreafe our Joya: 
We would not on tiw diilfing Ground embrace. 
Nor Foes, asnow^ iboidULinlenupt our P^e 1 

But 
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But both repofing on fome eafy Bed, 
Soft, as the fleecy Down, that decks thy Head, 
The Iportivc God of LWe fhould round us play. 
While we, in Raptures, pafs'd the Night away : 
Then let us carefully, my Dear, explore 
The Haven, where I firft approaclv'd the Shore. 
Perhaps we fhall fome floating Ship furvey. 
Safe to conduft us o'er the watry Way : 
Nor let the foaming Waves your Steps retard ; 
rU guard you o'er, and be a faithful Guard. 

How oft, alas ! is Innocence betray 'd. 
When Love invites, and Flatterers perfuade ! 
How could the Dame, a Stranger to Deceit, 
Imagine fuch a heavenly Form a Cheat ? 
She paus'd, {he figh'd; then, witha penfive Look; 
Half loth, and half confenting, thus (he fpoke : 

Once has Avaro YcapM the raging MuIa : 
Why. would you tempt the fickle Seas again ? 
To feek new Dangers, when in Safety here. 
Would but provoke the Deities you fear ; ■■ " ■■' 
Sometimes, I own, we've been furpriz'd by Foes, 
Whoie nightly Walks havewak'd you from R^pofe : 

Yet 
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Yet ftiU I guard your facred Life fecure, : 

And always will — i— What can Amanda moxe i 



Thus faid, flie clafpM him in her loving Armsy 
Embrac'd his Neck, and doated on his Charms : 
And now both (hew their Paffions in their Look, 
And now Connubial Hymen both invoke i 
In fportive Joys they clos'd the genial Day, 
While Philomeia fung the Nuptial Lay ; 
Till foon the Youth reclin'd upon her Breaft, 
And golden Slumbers feai'd their Eyes to Reft. 



Canto IIL 

SO O N as the Sun began to gild the Day, 
And on the Hills emit a trembling Ray ; 
Amanda, from her flow*ry Bed awoke j 
Sad was her Heart, and difcompos'd her Look.; . 
The briny Torrent flows adown her Cheeks, 
While thus (he to her dear Av aro fpeaks : 

O Thou, on whom my Life and Love depend. 
If cf*er Amanda claim'd the Name of Friend i 



If 



If e'er I gave thy troubled Mind Repofe^ 
Or hid thee, when purfuM with furious Poes { 
Explain this Dream^ that terrifies my Breaft ^ 
Thcfaaiige^ Fear, or Fattcy e'er impeft ! 

MBTHOtTGHt a God defcended from the Skies ; 
Celeftial Beauty Qmtkled in his Eyes ; 
Like Rays of Pffotetrs ihone his radiant Hair, 
His Shape like thine, like thine hfs graceful Air ; 
A Robe was neatly girt about his Waift, 
Fine as my loV'd AvAko's filken Veft ; 
His (hining Lips upon my Breaft he laid. 
And foftly preft'd my Hand, and fmiling faid : 

" Arise, my Dear, my lov*d Amanda rife ; 
<* An eafier Lodging waits thee in the Skies : 
«< I am defcended from the bleft Abodes, 
*« To bear thee hence to Heav'n among the Gods ; 
<< No Enemies (hall diere difturb thy Reft ; 
«« There, with thy Lwer^ live for ever bleft.** 

Thus faid, he raised me froni the detlry Plain, 
And bore, or feem'd to bear me, o'er the Main : 

4 But 
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But foonlie led me to a diftsnt Xfle, 

Where Horron reign^ vtiA Comforts never fmile : 

Thick Brakes ^d Brambles choafc'd the dtealyCoaft^ 

The only Produd^ which the Land could bosft | 

Till a dejedied^ ferviie Race aroIe» 

With gloomy Sadneis brooding on their Browl : 

This Crowd, promifcuous, with inceflant Toil, 

Or rooted up the Wood, or plowM the Soil : 

How each perform'd his X^^» ^ Tyrant view'd; 

And fternly {hook his Whip, and menac'd as he flood* 

Sometimes to fhun the direful Laih, they fled ; 

Th' infulting Lord purfu'd with greater Speed : 

Sure not fo fearful fly the trembling Bear99 

To ihun our Hunters Darts, and miffive Spears ; 

Sure not fo fwift our Hunters e*er purfu'd 

The trembling Bears, when flying thro* the Wood % 

As from the Tyrant's Wrath they fwiftly run, 

Or, as the Tyrant fwifter urg'd them on. 

Each to his wonted Taflc he drove again. 

And made nu mix among the ferviie Train ; 

Doom'd with the reft to groan beneath the Yoke, 

Alike I felt the dire corredling Stroke* 

But, Oh ! what added moft to my Defpair, 

My Godlike Guide was falfe, and left me there — 
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As thus (he ^i^ ,Qonfu8*d her Looks appeared \ 
For fiill her Soul the dreadful Vifion fear'd : 
Deciding Reafon from her Seat withdrew^ 
And Fancy painted all the Scene anew. 
The Youth to chearthe drooping Dame eflay'd, 
When ftrait a Boar came ruOiing thro' the Shade -j ' 
The craihing Woods proclaimed his rapid Force, 
While two fleet Youths purfu'd the fylvan CoVrft ? 
The Lovers ftarted from their flowVy Seats, 
Surpriz'd ; and each a different Way retreats. 

As when fome Mufquet's Thunder has expell'd 
Two loving Turtles from the verdant Field ; 
Both, divcrfe, thro* the wide ethereal Plain 
Fly fwift J and, flying, fear their Mate is flaia. 

So parting, devious fled th' afirighted Pair ; 
Such was AvARo's, fuch Amanda's Fear. 
The foaming Boar between 'em fwiftly pafl:. 
The nimble Courfers urge the Ghace as faft ; 
Till foon they pierce him with a mortal Wound ; 
He falls, and purple Gore diflains the Ground : 



Then, 
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ii 
Then, from the &vage War, tbpy'takc their Way; 

And to the Cave, triumpluui^^ bear the Prejr, 

Soon as the fportive Hunters left the Wood, 
The loving Pair concealed no longer ftood ; 
B«t trembling both forfook the dufky Shade, 
Both trembling met upon the op'ning Glade :^^ ; 

Mute with Surprize a-while they ftood ; the Man 
Broke Silence firft, and thus his Tale )>l^n : 

O dear Amanda 1 foon we have furvey'd 
This myftic Vifion of the Night difplay'd : 
Thefe are the frowning Tyrant in thy Dream, 
That chas'd the Slaves, and we their flying Game. 

Some Part, faid (he, refcmbled this, I own j 
And feme remains a Riddle yet uiJcnown : 
What meant that God, which ftill, methinks, I view ? 
That radiant Deity ! fo much like You ! 
And what the Fields above, which he. proposed I ., 
Say, if the Myftery can be difclos*di 

To whom the Youth : Our a£tive FanCy feems 

For iever roving, roving moft in Dreams.: 
-^ E For 
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Fqr then the'Soul, difburdcn'd of her Load, 

Soars high, ind growi prophetic, like a God 4 

Minds Things when paft, as prefent to our View : 

And, by-AlIufion, knows the future too. 

Thufii, when to Sleep your mufing Head recHn'd, * 

She kept dur Ev'ning Conveife in her Mind ; '^' 

Refledled on the Joyi my Country yields, 

Joys, fwect as thofe in yonder azure Field^i ' 

Till, foarirfgAlghet, ftrivingto difcern 

Her hidden Fate, and future Fortune learn, 

Heav'n IhewM her fomething like this Morning Chace, 

By trembling Slaves, who fled their Tyrant's Face ; 

Perhaps to warn us timely from our Bed ; 

For, O my dear Amanda ! had we fiay*d, 

I had not liv'd tp tell this myftic Tale, 

Nor you, to hear the Secrets I reveal — — , 

But let us to my happy Country fteer. 

Nor longer wait impending Ruin here. 

So fpakc the Youth j and, with a gracious Loibk, 
He feem'd to fan6iify the Words befpoke. . f * . 

•Go, file regly'd j go where you are inclln'd j 
^our faithful Lover will not ftay behind* 

If 
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If o'er the Seas you fhall attempt your Way, 
The Seas (hall not compel me here Jo ftay % 
Nor will I fear the Surges of the Deep j 
(For Surges oft, you fay, affail the 5hip) 
Calm and'Compos*d, intrepid, will I ftand. 
Till you condud me to your native Land. 
Or, if you would fomc other Clime purfue. 
Then fliall fome other Climate pleafe me too. 
And when the happy deftin'd Land we mjeet. 
Where Providence fhall fix our wand'ring Feet ; 
With joyful Servitude, Til ftill attend 
On you, my nuptial Lord, and deareft Friend. 
Soon as Aui^ora fprcads her purple Ray, 
When you awaike to chace the nimble Prcy> 
ril alfo rife, and, with an equal Art, 
Diiplay the Net, or fpeed the pointed Dart ; 
Or fearch the Plains, and tafteful Herbs provide ; 
Or ftrip the Vines, and prefs their juicy Pride ; 
Each Ev'ning will I fondly deck your Bed 
With fweeteft FlowVcts gather'd from the Mead ; 
And when, diiTolv'd in downy Sleep, you lie, 
I'll wake, and watch if Foes approach too nigh ; 
To guard your Life, all Hazards will I run % - 
And, for your 5afc^yi fecrifice pay qwu. 

E2 Tq 
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To whom the Youth : No Hazards fliall you run j 
Nor, for my Safety, facrifice your own j 
Nor yet at Ev*ning fondly deck my Bed 
With fweeteft Flowerets, gathered from the Mead j 
Nor fliall Amanda tafteful Herbs explore ; 
Nor fliall A VARo chafe the favage Boar : ' 

A fofter Bed, than FlowVs, fliall give you Reft ; 
A choicer Meat, than Fruits, indulge your Tafte, '* 
Ten Thoufand Things my grateful Soul fliall find, 
To charm your Fancy, and delight your Mind j 
Pll vary Love a hundred different Ways, 
And inftitutc new Arts to make it pleafe : 
So fliall our future Race of Children fee 
A conftant Proverb made of you and me : 
When Brstijh Youths fliall court the doubting Dame, 
And want Expreffions equal to their Flame, 
Then» firongly to attefl: it, fliall be faui^ 
'• Trmas Avaro to /^/Indian Jkhid.** 

To whom Amamda» (paufing at the Nam) 
What meant Avaro by the doubting Datm? 
Has any of ^our Britijh Damfels made 
ADouh^ what fuch godlike Being (aid? 

Or 
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Or IS it cuftomaty to your Clime ? 

Has ever Youth committed fuch a Crime^ 

As bafe Ingratitude ? Has any there 

Deluded firft, and then forfook the Fair I 

I cannot think, your Love will e'er decline. 

Nor can my radiant Angel qucftion mine. 

By yon bright Beams, which paint the riling Day ; 

By thy bright Charms, as beautiful as they ; 

By all our pleafing Hours of Love, I vow 

To (bare your Fate thro* cv*ry Scene of Woe ; 

Content^ with you, to yield my vital Breath j 

For Life, without you,' would but lengthen Death. 

With fuch fwcct Talk their Moments they beguile % 
Both feem impatient for the deftin'd lile : 
He daily vows, and daily is believ'd y 
She daily bears, and daily is deceiv'd. 

Canto IV. 

FArewtl, bright Goddefs of th* IJaEan Grove | 
Farewe!, yc fporttve Deities of Lovft f • 
No longer I your pleafing Joys rchcarfc j \% 

A rougher Theme demands my pcnfive Veffe>| A 
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A Scene of Woes remains to be difplay'd, 
Indulgent Love with Slavery repaid : 
Ingratitude, and broken Vows, and Lies, 
The mighty Ills that fpring from Avarice, 
Provoke my Lays : Your Aid, ye Mufes, bring j 
Affift my Tragic Numbers, while I fing. 
Say, what enfu'd, when, on the briny Deep, 
The watchful Dame beheld a floating Ship ? 
She call'd, and beckon'd to it fgom the Shore ; 
Then to the Youth the grateful Tidings bore ; 
And faid, I fomething fee like winged Trees 
(Strange to behold !) fly fwiftly o'er the Seas ; 
Their bulky Roots upon the Billows float : 
Say, is not this the Ship, you loag have fought i 
Or I miftake, or, by the Gods Command, 
This comes to bear us to your native Land : 
Then haften, fee the Partner of your Heart, 
WithYoii, her Guide, is ready to depart j 
Mv Father, Mother, Friends, I bid Adieu, 
Friends, Father,* Mother, not fo dear as Tou. 

To whom the Youth, with fmiling Biow» reply '4 :- 
O thou true Pattern of a faithful Bride ! ' 

Who 
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Who dar'ft thy Father, Mother, Friends refign ; 
And rlfque thy own dear Life, to refcue mine ! — — 
l£ I forget the Debt I owe to Thee^ 
May all the Gods forget their Care of Afc 
In more Wild Defarts let me rove again ; 
Nor find a Friend, like Thee^. to cafe my Pain ! . : 
There let'tht Vultures, Wolves, and Tigers tear 
This Body, Thpu haft kindly nourifh'd here i 

So faying, to the Beach he ftraight defcends : 
And, by the Flag^ difcerna the Crew hi9Fden4s ; 
And now his Heart exults within his Breaft ; 
His loving Mate an^equal Joy confeft;^ •- -, ^-^ 9 • 
She, with him, gladly ventures on the Maki»> < * r\\ 
Unthinking of hef future Toil and Pain^ :.• j , i* 

' . . .' 'i ^y 



So, to the Plough, the Heifer, yet unbroke, 
Walks chearful onj nor drea* th* impendit)^-Ydkfi:i 
Till, in the Fields, urg'd with the picrcirtg Goadi. : 'I 
She groans, and writhes, 'rieluftant with he!f^Lo«d J "•' 

The Britijh Bark was to Barbadois abound :,-j'» f : , ; 
Th' expeded Shore thfe Sailotfs quickly fouBd[j\; ^i^. ^^ 

E 4 Where, 
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Where, fafe from Danger, now the perjur'd Youth, 

Falfe to bis former Vows of facred Truth, 

Reflefting, counts the Int'rcft he had loft. 

While Fate detained him on the Indian Coaft : 

The frugal Thoughts fupprefs his am'rous Fiame, 

And prompt him to betray the faithful Dame. 

Yet Ibarce he can the curfed Fa£tpurfue j 

But hefitates at what he fain would do : 

For, tho' his Av'rice moves him to the 111, 

His Gratitude within him ftruggles fiill ; 

And, 'twixt two Pai£ons» neither guides his WilL 

As when two Scales, with equal Loads fufpend. 
Sway to and fro } alternate both defcend. 
Till, undeclining, each aloft abides $ 
"Nor this, nor that, the doabcfu) Weight decides. 

So flood the doubtful Youth a while ; nor would 
Forfake the Evil, nor purfue the Good ^ 
Tiil> as the Sailors in the Haven flay. 
To purchafe Slaves, the Planters croud the Key : 
One a{ks, for what the Negro may be fold ; 
Then bids a Price, and (hews the tempting Gold : 

Which 



} 
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Which when Avaro views whh greedy Eyes, 
He (bon refolves to gain th* alluring Prize ; 
Nor Oaths, nor Gratitude, can 4onger bind \ 
Her Fate he thus determines in his Myid : 

** Suppose I fliould conduct this Indian o*er ; 
** And thus, inftead of Gold, import a Moor 
•* Would not my Sire, with ftern contrafted Brows, 
*• Condemn my Choice, and curfe my nuptial Vows ? 
«< Was it for this I learnM the Merchant*s Art ? 
*• Only to gain a doating Negroni Heart ! 
** Was it for this the raging Seas I croft ? 
" No 5 Gold inducM me to the Indian Coaft ; 
** And Gold is offerM for this fimple Dame ; 
** Shall I refufe it, or renounce my Flame ? — * 
•* Let am'rous Fools thefr tircfome Joys renew, 
** And doat" on Love^ while InfreJlY purfue.f* 
He added not ; for now, intent on Gold,, 
And dead to all Remorfe, the Dame he fold* 

Amanda ftood confounded wit)! Surprize^ 
And filently reproach*d him with her Eyes : 
She often try*d to fpeak, but when (he try'd. 
Her Heart fweird full, her Voice its Aid deny'd j 

Es An^^ 



88 P O E M a 

And, when (he made her fault'ring Tarigiie obey, 
Thefe Words, commixM with Sighs, found but their 
Way. i '. 

** Who can the myftic Ways of Fate explain ? 
** Am I awake, or do I dream again j 
** Is this the fad Reward of all my Care ? . , 

«' Was it for this I chear'd thee in.Defpair ? 
** The Gods above (if any Gods there be) . . , 

*' Witnefs what I have done to fuccour thee \ , 

** Yet, if my i&W«£/} can't thy Pity move, , , 

<* Pity the Frtdu of our unhappy Love ■: 
** Oh ! let the Infant in my pregnant Womb, 
<* Excite thee to revoke my^ threatenM Doom \ 
•* Think how the future Slave, in Clinies remote, 
•• Shall curfe the treach'rous Sire, that him begot.'* 

So fpake the mourning Dame, butfpake ih vain ; 

Th' obdurate Youth infults her with Difdain ^ 

Not all her Kindnefs could his Pity move. 

Nor yet the Fruits of their unhappy Love. 

But, as the Flames, which foften Wax, difplky ; 

The fame warm Force to harden fordid Clay ;' 

That Motive which would melt another Heart, 

More barden'd his, and made him a£t a double ViY- 

lain*5 Partt 

He, 
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Hcj for thcChiM dejtnands a larger Sum.; 
And fells it, while an Embryo in the Womb. - 

And now he fternly takes her by the Hand ; 
Then drags her on, reluctant, to the Land ; 
While, as {he walks her difm^l Fate {he moans. 
The Rocks around her echo to her Groans : 
" O bafe, ungrateful Youth ! ' (he loudly cries ; 
" O bafe, ungrateful Youth ! the Shore replies : 
*' And canftuhou, cruel, perjur'd Villain i leave 
*< Thy tender Infant too, an abjeft Slave, 
«* To toilj and groan^ and bleed beneath t'ne Rod ? 
** Fool, that I Was, to thinlc thou wcrt a Godi 
** Sure from fome favage Tiger art thou fprung — — • 
" No ! Tigers feed, and fawn upon their Young : 
" But thou defpifeft all paternal Cares, 
** The Fate of Infants, and their Mothers Prayers/* 

Ik vain (he does h^r wretched 'State deplote ; 
Pleas 'd with the Gold, he gladly quits 'the Shore ; ' '"'' 
The ruffling Winds dilute the Sdits, the Ship 
Divides the Waves, and fkhns along the Deep.. 
Three Days the bellying Canvas gently fwells, , 
Clear {hinesthc Sun> and frkndty blow the Gales;' *' 
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Then frowning Clouds invcft the vaulted Sky^ 

And hollbw Winds proclaim a Tertipcft nigh : 

Fierce Boeeas loudly o'er the Ocean roars. 

Smoke the white Waves, and found the adverfe Shores, 

While, to increafe the Horrors of the Main, 

Defcends a Deluge of impetuous Rain. 

The giddy Ship on circling Eddies rides, 

Tofs'd, and retofs'd, the Sport of Winds and Tides. 

Redouble^ Peals of roaring Thunder roll. 

And Flames, conflidling, flafli from Pole to Pole, 

While guilty Thoughts diftradl Ayaro's Soul. 

Of Life defparing, tho* afraid to die. 

One fatal Effort yet he means to try : 

While z\\ the bufy Crew, with panting Breatli, 

Were laboring to repel the liquid Death ; 

AvARO from the Stern the Boat divides. 

And yields up to the Fury of the Tides : 

Tofs'd on the boift'rous Wave, the Yeffel flies. 

Now finking low, now mounting to the Skies ^ 

Till foon the Storm decreas'd, and, by Degrees, 

Hu(hM ^ere the Winds, and calm the ruffled Seas ; 

The Sailors fafely fteer their Courfe again. 

And leave Avaro floating on the Main ; 

Who 



} 
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Who landed quickly on a lonely Illc, 

Where human Feet ne'er print the baleful Soil j 

A dreary Wildernefs was all appeared) 

And howling Wolves the only Sound he heard ^ 

A thoufand Deaths he views before his Eyes^^ 

A thoufand Guilt-created Fiends arife ; 

A confcious Hell within his Bofom burns» 

And racks his tortur'd Soul, while thus he mourns : 

" Curs'd be the Precepts of my fclfifli Sire^ 
«* Who bad me after fatal Gold afpire ! 
** Curs'd be myfelf> and doubly curs'd, who fold 

** A faithful Friend, to gain that fatal Gold ! 

** O ! could thefe gloomy Woods my Sin conceal, 
** Or in my Bofom quench this fiery HeUi 
** Here would I pine my wretched Life away, 

•* Or to the hungry Savage fall a Prey ' * 

" But can the gloomy Woods conceal my Sm, 
** Or cooling Shadows quench the Hell within ? • . . 
♦* No 5 like fome Spirit banifli'd Heav'n, I find 
** Terrors in ev'ry Place, to rack my Mind ; 
«* Tormenting confcious Plagues increafc my Care, 
^< And guilty Thoughts indulge my juft Dofpair ■■ 

"01 
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^O! where flull I that picrciBg£]recvsd6,. 
^Tluicfeiiis the Depths of Hell's Uemendous Shade !^ 

So CiYing^ ftroight he gave a hideous Glare, 
Vith xotling Eves, diat wttncisM ft^ong Defpair : . 
fhen drew bb 'pointed Weapon (rem the Sheath,. 
Toafus^dlr wild, and all lus Thoughts on Death ; . 
"o pierce his trembling Heart he thrice eflay'd, 
itA dincehis coward Aimdeny'd its Aid : 
lean while a howling Wolf, with.Hunger preft, . 
,eAp*i on the Wretch, and fets'd him hy the Breaft ;, 
Vore out his Heart, and lick^.the pui{^ Flood ; 
iMT Eacth rdusM to drink the FUkim*s Blood. 



% m i>iaqrLADV, wA^ iaJ a Gupid 
^VAT Utr. 

^ AI R Lady, tako ,i fpecial Care, 
1^ This pleatMxg Toy become no Snare 5 . 
lit JxMt<Uiih t-.;i ot \Viles, 
I.V1 Hu(ch«ve<i^ Wvvl, when moft he fmiks* 
r^ai^ to da<^ hUn in your Arms, 

I Left 
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Left in a borrow'd Shape hfc Wotki^d, 
As once unhappy Dido found ; 
For while (he view'd his fmiling Look> 
Her Heart receiv'J a. fatal Stroke. 



On the Hon. Mrs. Ho R n e R * x Travelling- 
for the Reco^very of her Health.. 

CLARISSA long has fought, in vairt^. 
Phyficians Aid^ to eafe her Pain ^ 
But now their Aid (he feeks no more^ ' ' • • 

Nor longer will their Drugs endure : 
Spite of their Art, her Spirits fail,. 
Her Cheeks are turn*d a languid Pale;. '^ 

Yet, tbo' her mortal Part's decayed, 
Her nobler Firtne does not fade j *'■ ^ 

Her Soul, inflexible to III, 
In Piety advances ftill : 
So Metals lie in cbyrak Fires ; 
Andj while the grofler Part expires. 
The Flames refine the golden Ore, . : 

And make it brighter than before. ^ 

Shs 
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She now a wanner Clime explores, 
To prove the Air of foreign Shores : 
O ! may thetemp'rate Breezes bring 
Salubrious Mied'clnes on their Wing : 
Thou, Phoebus, too, propitious (hine^ 
And (&ice the Power of Phyfic's thine) 
Send blooming Health on evVy Beam^ 
Difpel her Pains, and chear the Dame t 
Elfe muflxny melancholy Strain,. 
In mournful Elegies, complain. 
Ev*n now, too well, thefe Numbers (how,/ 
My drooping Fancy's damped with Woe: 
Yet, tho* my Verfe defeFves no Praife^. 
Let no four Critic damn my Lays v 
Since Ovid's felf but faintly fung. 
When only Grief infpir'd his Tongue,. 



7l)e Absent Lover. 

ALE X I S, walking in the Park, 
Met Chloe, juft before 'twas dark : 
He afk'd a Kifs, nor fhe deny'd, 
I don't know what they did befide : 



But, 
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Bur, as a Child, in Thought, chews o'er 

The Sweatmcats which he cat before j 

So in his Mind Alexis keeps 

The dear Impreffion of her I^ps : ' 

He felt it all the foll'wing Day, 

At Night indulged it at the Play. ;, 

One lingering h&, he muling ftayM^ 

But knew not what the A<ftors faid jj 

He thought the Park in Drury^Lanip 

Believ'd the Nymph appeared again.- 

He feems to view* her fnowyNeck^ 

Her ruby Lip, and rofy Cheek, 

Her graceful Smiles, and fparkling Eyes^ 

Her panting Bofom faU and rife : 

And now he clafp'd her in his Arm9» 

('Twas all imaginary Charms) 

When, rifing to the Height of Blifi, 

His Lips efTay'd to take a Kifs ; 

An Orange -wench trod on his Jfeot ; 

And fcreaming, '* IVill you haviforne Fruit ^ 

Surpriz'd, he dropt the pleafing Theme, s^ 

And found his Joys a waking Dream ; 

He fwore, and wept, and kick'd the Wench, 

Forgot his Hat, and left the Bench. 

Oh 
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On a Screen, worked m Flowers by Her 
Royal Highnefs ANNE, Princefs- 
^/'ORANGE. 

ILLUSTRIOUS Kymph! whofe Art couH raift 
This (kilful Monument of Praife, 
Forgive the BarJ, who ftrlkes the Lyre %, 
Accept the Vcrfe, your Toils infpire : 
For, when your Labours ftrike my EyeSy 
T^he voluntary Numbers rife. 
Who can be filent,, whea.they view 
This fair Creation, wrought by Tou K 
EachFlow'r docs with fuch Luftre i!hine9. 
Such Beauties crown the gay Defign j 
That Nature fix'd in Wonder ftands, 
To/ee Ihe's rivJird by your Hands \ • 
And, jealous of your Art, difplays , 
A Blulh, when flie the Work furveys.. 
Yet this accompUfhM Piece, we find. 
Shews a faint Image of your Mmd\ 
The lovely Charms, and Graces hercy^ 
But copy thofe, that centre theu». 

To 
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To Hi3 Royal Highness 

The Duke of CUMBERLAND^ 

On His B I R. T K-D A Y. 

TWELVE * times hath Sol his annual Race 
begun. 

Since Jove defcended from his radiant Throne : 
Around the pendeftt Globe, the God purfu'd 
His circliitg March, and human Adiions viewM ; 
But griev'd that Virtue droop'd her languid Head, 
While Vice from Clime to Clime contagious fpread j 
Back, to his native Seat, he fternly 9Li^% \ \ . . ; 
And fends an Edift thro' the fpacious Skies, . ■ , 
To call th« Ethereal Pow'rs:' Swift flew his Word ;. , 
Th' Ethereal PoT?<r*rs, as fwift,. attend their Lord. ; 
Upon 0/f/«^«5' Top the Synod met, . .,.,. ; 

Where/ hfgh inthron'd, the thund'^ring Monarch fat j. - 
And, with a Nod, that (hook the Spheres, he f^vore,. : 
The Minor Gods fliould vifit Earth no more* ; 

• Thb was writ, whca the Duke cntcr'd into the Twelfth Ytar of 

What* 
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What, muft your earthly Sons, Minerva cry'd. 
Explore their doubtful Way without a Guide i 
If Pallas muft no more to Mortals go, 
Let Pallas beg a Subftitute below. 
Worthy to rule the World, whofe noble Mind 
May copy out the.Gods to human Kind. 
She lowly bow*d j and Jove, coiifenting, fmil'd |^ 
Go, form, faid he, this new-imagiu'd Child : 
CoIle<£i the beft Materials, where you will i 
And let us fee, for once, Minerva's Skill. 
He faid ; (he haftens oVr the bright Abodes, 
Selefting each Perfcflion of the Gods.i 
From Mars fhe warlike Strength and Courage took i 
But foften'd them with Venus' graceful Look : 
To thefe (he added Hermes' Eloquence, 
And crown'd it with her own fuperior Senfe i 
Some of Apollo's pierdng.Rays (he ftole; 
And, while the Muses play'd, (he form'd a Soul. 
When thus composM the bright Ingredients lay. 
She nobly drefi theln in Ethereal Clay ; 
' Jove touch'd the Mais with his enliv'ning Hand„ 
And vital Warmth infpir'd a Cumberland. 



y# 
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3I7 D E A T H- 

AniRREGULARODE. 



HAIL, formidable KING! 
My Mufe thy dreadful Fame (hall fing. 

Why fhould old Homer's pompous Lays 

Immortalize AcHiLtES* Praife ! 
Or why fhould Addison's harmonious Verfe 

Our Marlbro*s nobler Deeds rehearfe ? 

Alas ! no more thefe Heroes (hlne ; 

Their Pow*r is all fubdu'd byiTi/n^. 

Where are thefe mighty Leaders noWf 
Great Pompey, Cassar, and Young Ammon toe. 

Who thought he drew immortal Breath ? 

Thefe boid ambitious Sons of Mars, 

Who dy'd the Globe with bloody Wars, 
Are vanquifli'd all by thee, vi£lorious Death ! 

ir. 

Ev'n while they Hv*d, their Martial Hate 

But firmer fixM thy Throne ; 
Nor, tho* it haften'd others Fate^ 

Could it delay their own. 



flLS^VSn'^^"^ 
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Nor didft thou want thiir Rage to kill ; 

Thy cwn can execute thy Will : 

Whenever thou doft exert thy Pow'r, 
A Thoufanil morbid -Troops thy Call obey; 

Sometimes thy wafling Plagues devour. 
And fweep wbole Realms away. 
Now with contggious Biles the Ci:y mourns. 

And now the fcorching Fever burns. 

Or trembling Quartan chills ; 
Of Heat and Cold :t;he dirP Extremes 
Now freeze, now fire tb« Blood with Flames, 

Till various Torment kiU«. ^ 

• III. 

Consumptions, and Rheumatic Pain, 
And Apopleftic Fits, thai rack the Brain ; 
Soul-panting Afthmas, Dropfy, and Catarrh, 
Gout, Palfy, Lunacy, and black Defpair ; 

Pangs, that negleded Lovers feel ; - 
Corroding Jealoufy, their f arthly Hell, 

Which makes the injured Woman wild ; 
And pow'rful Spleen that gets the Man with Child ; 
Pbyfi-ians, Surgeons, Bawds^ and Whoresj and Wine, 

Are all obfequious Mirliftcrs of Thine '^ 

•/ " ' •■ • • 

Nay, 
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Nay, and Religion too. 
When Hypocrites their Intercft purAxe^ 
Or frantic Zeal infpires, , 

It calls for Racks, and Wheels, and Fires : 
Then all our myftic Articles of Faith, 
Inftead of faving Life, become the Caufe of De ATH, 

IV. 

Great MoNARca! howiecure muft be ^hy Crown, 
When all th(?fe Things confpirc te proptky Throne ! 
Yet, in thy univerlal Reign, ' 
Thou doft not ufe tyrannic Sway, 
Whatever the. Weak and Tim'rou^ fay. 
Who tremble at thyFrown 5 
Thou art propitious to oar Pain, 
And break'ft the groaning Prisoner's Chai^iy - 
Which Tyranny put on. 
In Thee the'Lover quits his Care, 
Nor longer courto the cruel Fair^ 
Her Coldnefs mourns no more : 
In Thee Ambition ends its Race, 
And finds at length the dcftitf d Place, 
It ne'er could find before : 



The 
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The Merchant too, who plows the Main, 

In greedy Queft of Gain, 
By Thee to happier Climes is brought. 
Than thofe his wiU^ infatiate Avarice fought. 

Ppopitious Succourcr of the Diftreft, 
Who often, by the Dead, doft make the Living Weft ! 
How could profufive Hiirs attend 

Their Miftrefs, Bottle, Ball and Play, 
If timely Thouyrcxt not their Friend, 
To fnatch the fcraping Sire away \ 
How would dull Poets weary Time 
With their infipid Rhyme, 
And teaze and tire the Reader's Ears 
With Party Feuds, and Paper Wars, 
If Tbou^ great Critic ! didfl not ufe 
Thy Pow'r, to point a Period for their Mufe ? 
. The Bard, at thy decifive WJU, 
Difcards his mercejiary ^ll^\ 
Then all his mighty Voluipes lie 
Hid in the peaceful Ttmh of vaft Obfcurity. 



VI. 
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VI. 

I, like the reft, advance my Lays ; 
With uncouth Numbers, rumble forth a Song, 

Sedately dull, to celebrate thy Praife ; 
And lafh, and fpur the heavy labVing Mufe along : 
But foon the fatal Time muft come, 
(Ordain'd by Heav'n's unerring Doom) 
When Thou fhalt cut the vital Thread, 
And (hove the verbal Embryos from my Head. 
Then, fince I'm furc to meet my Fate, 

How vain would Hope appear ? 
Since /Vijr cannot protraft the Date, 

How foolifli 'twere to fear? 
I'll ftrive, at leaft, to ftand prepared. 

Thy Summons to obey ; 
Nor wotild Ithink thy Sentence hard. 
Nor wifh, nor fear the Day \ 
But live in confcious Peace, and die without Difmay* 

VII. 
Fallacious Rcas'ners wrong Thee^ when 

They call thy Laws fevere. 
Severe ! to whom ? To wicked Men : 

Then let the Wicked fear. 



Thou judgeft all with equal Laws, 
No venal Witnefs backs thy Caufc, 
J^To Bribes to Thee are known ^ 
^^If thy impartial Hand but ftrikc. 
The Prince and Peafant fall alike^ 
The Gowrtier and the Clown. 
* What tho* a-wjiile the Beggar groans^ 
While Kings enjoy their gilded-Thrones ? 
What are Diftindions, Pomp, and Regal T^rain^ 
And Honours, got with Care, and kcpt.withiPaia2 
One friendly Stroke .of TH^ fctslevi^l aU ag^iiv*. ■ 

All earthly Grandeur muft decline ^ 
Nay, ev*n Great Qeorqb's Pow'rfubmits toTiiiUf 
But Jhy Dominion fliaU endure. 
Till Phoebus meafur|j$ Timpano. foone^ ^ .;; ./I 
Then all fhall be in dark Oblivion caft^ 
And vf'ry mortal Kingdom falj^ but thinc=ihall fall, 
the laft. 



} 
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On i^rs. L ■ s, 

SUCH Sweetnefs and Goodnds torgether combinM ; 
So beauteous her Face,^ and fo bright is her Mind j 
So loving, yet chaftc ; and To humble, yet fait \ 
So comely her Shape, and fo decent her Air ; 
So fldlful, that Nature's improv*d by her Art ; 
So prudent her Head, and fo bounteous* her Heart ; 
So wife witlsout Pride, and fo modeftly neat ; 
*Tis ftl'ahgci this agreeable Creature's a Cheat ! 
For tho' fhe t6 Man, for a Mortal was giv'n, 
Thefc Virtues betray her Extraaion'from Hcav*n. ' 




TRUrU and F ALSHOOD. 
A FABLE. 

SO P N as the Iron Age on Earth began. 
And Vice found cafy Entrance into Man \ 
Forth from her Cave infernal Faljhood came ; 
Falftmd^ the Hate of Gods, of Men tlie Shame : 

F a K^^ii^A^ 
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A filken Robe fhe wore, of various Hue, 

Its Colour changing with each different View j • ;» 

Studious to cheat, and eager to beguile, , " 

She mimick'd 7/ uth^ and ap*d her heav'nly Smile i , » 

But mimick'd Truth in vain ; the varying Vef^ . ^ 
To ev'ry fcarching Eye, the Fiend eonfefL 

At length (he faw celeftial Truth aj)pear:: '^ 

Serene her Brow, and chearful was her Airj . : 

Her filver Locks with jQiining Fillets bound. 
With Laurel Wreaths her peaceful Temples crown'dt 
A Lilly Robe was girded round her Waift ; 
And, o'er her Arms, a^radiant Mantle caft^ 
With decent Negligence, it hung behind ; 
And, loofely flowing, wanton'd in the Wind, 
Thu6 2r«fi advance, omknowing of Deceit | 
And Faljhoody bowing low, began the Cheat : 

Hail, chamring Maid, bright ^s the Morning Stari 
Daughter of Jove, and Heav'ji'is peculiar Care ! 
*Tis thine to weigh the World in equal Scales, 
And chide the confcious Soul, when Vice prevails, 
Difpenfing Juftice with impart'al Hand, 
The mightieft Pow'rs fubmit to thy Command : 

4 Ev'n 
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Ey'n Gods themfclves, tho* in their Anions free, 

Confult, rcfolve, aiid aft, as you decree: 

Great SovVeign Jo\rE, the firft Ethereal Name, 

Advis'd with thee to form the heav'niy Frame : 

As Truth approved, he bad the Fabric rife. 

And fpread thcf azure Mantle of the Slaes i 

Hac'd evVy Planet in its proper Sphere, 

Nor rolls this Orb too wide, nor that too near — — 

But why thus walk we, mindlefs of our Eafe, 

Expos'd beneath the Sun's meridian Blaze i 

Better retire, and fbun the fcorching Ray, 

Till fanning Zephyrs cool our Evening Way. 

Hear how yon limpid Streams run murm'ring by,- 

And tuneful Birds their fylvan Notes apply $ 

See fragrant Shrubs along the Borders grow. 

And waving Shades beneath the Poplar Bough $ 

AH thefe invite us to the River's Side, 

To bathe our Limbs, and fport within the Tide : 

So cool the Stream, the flow'ry Bank fo fweet, 

Diana's Self might covet the Retreat : 

Nor can a ihort Diverfion' check your Hafie; 

Freih Strength will foon fucceed fuch welcome Reft i. 

As rapid Currents, held a*while at Bay, 

With fwifter Force purdie their liquid Way, 

F3 So 
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So fpake tbe Phantom; and, with friendly Lopik 
Supporting whatibe faid, approacb'd the Brpoic : 
Truth follow'd, artlefs, unfufpicipus Maid ! 
And, in an evil Hour, the Voice obey'td. 
Both, at the cryftal Stream arriv'd, unbound 
Their different Robes y both caft them tO'.the'Qrot«9i44 
TheJfiend, upon, tbe Margin, li^ringfiood^ 
1'he nak^d Goddefs leapt ifftp the FJpod : 
Sporting, (he fwims the liqiuid Surface oj^c* 
Unmindful of the m.atcb}efs Rob.e:i)^.]Wore,. 

Not Faljhood fp. -She h^fty feiz'd'the V^fe 

And w^th the.beauteous Spoils b^rielf .ibe dr^^: 
Then, wir^g'd with Joy, outflewtheifwifteft'WjHlcJii - 
Her own infernal Robe far left behind. 
Straight :£he afpires above her former State, 
And gains Admittance to the Rkh and Great : 
Nay, fuch her daring Pride, thatfome report^ 
When thus equipped, ihe boldly went toCaurt^ 
Their fpake and look'd with fuch a graceful Air, 
Miftaken Fame pronouncM her wife and fair. 
She fiird the Wanton's Tongue vrith fpecious Names, 
To deal in fVounds^ and Deaths^ in DartSy and Flames \ 
I He 
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He prtfac'd all his leurf Attempts with Love ; 
^ndFi^iwfpreviiU'd, where i?^^r could not move. 
At length- ihe mingled with the learned Throng, 
And tun'd the Mufes mercenary Song* 
In all the Labyrinths of Logic fkiU'd, 
She taught the fubtlc Reas'ner ntt to yield j 
Ix)ftro6led.how to pua2Je each Difpute, 
And bo]idIy baffi Men^ tho^ not confute. 
Now, at the B&Ty flie play'd the Lawyer's Part ; 
And fhap'd out tLight and Wrortg by Rules of Art > 
Now, in the Senate, rais'd her pompous Tone ; 
Talk'd'mwdh hi Public Gdod^ But meaht h^^own. 
Oft to iii^ Olympian Field fhe turn'd her Eyes, 
And taught the Racers how to gain the Prize, 
lo Schools and Temples too ihe claim'd a Share^ 
While Fal/hood*s Self admired hier Influence there, 

Deludeu Truth obferv'd the Fraud too Jate, 
Nor knew {he to repair a Lofs io great : 
•In vain.herheav'nly Robes^ fhe^ fighing, (eeks^ 
In vain the humid Pearls bedch^ h^ Cheeks^ 
In vain (he tears the Laurel from her Hair^ . . •' 1 
While Nature feems to fymfifttbiM her Care : 

F4. The 
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The glowing Flowers, that ctown th* enamcrdMcaJ^ 

Weep fragrant Dews, and hangtheir drooping Heads ^ 

The fy Ivan Choirs, as confcious of her Pains, 

Deplore her Lofs in melancholy Strains. 

Thus, penfive and uncloath'd, upon the Shore 

She ftands, and fees the Robe, which Falflmd^oit t . 

Detefted Sight I nor longer now (he mourns ; 

But, Grief to Rage traDsform^d, with Anger boms; 

Into the Stream, the helliih Robe (he toft \ 

And fcorn'd a Habit, fo unlike the loft. 

Hence Truth now naked roves, as in Difgrace, 
None, but the Wife and Virtuous, fee her Face : 
From Cities far (he modeftly retreats. 
From yiify Scenes of Life, to peaceful geats ^ 
Is chiefly found in lonely Fields and CcHs, 
Where Silence reigns, and Contemplation dwells. 
Hence F^^W cheats us in the fair Difguife, 
And feems Truth's Self to all unwary Eyes; 
Triumphs and thrives, in Pow'r, and Wealth, and Famei 
And builds her Glory on her Rival's Name ; 
With Safety dares to flatter,, fawn, and footh \ 
For who knows Fhjboody when array 'd like Truth ? 

Proper 
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Proper Ingredients to make a Sceptic. 

WOULD you, my Friend, a finifh'd Sceptic 
make. 
To form his Nature, thcfe Materials take j 
A little Learning, twenty Grains of Senfe, 
Join*a with a double Share of Ignorance \ 
Infufe a Utile Wit into the Scull, 
Which never fails to make a mighty FqoI\ 
Two Drams of Faith ; a Tun of Doubting next j 
Let all be with the Dregs of Reafbn mixt : 
When, in his Mind, thefe jarring Seeds are fown. 
He'll eenfure all Things^ but approve of noi^e. 



On Two Toung Ladies leaving the Country. 

Q A Y, lovely Nymphs ! who fty from rural Swect«> 
*^ To noify Crouds, thick Air, and fmoky Streets, 
Do Balls, or Plays, your graceful Steps invite ? 
Caik Balls, or Plays, like Richmond Groves, delight ? 
Fs No 
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No tuneful Philomel, in Town, complains. 
To chartn your lift'ning Ear with vary*d Strains,! 
No fragraftfGafcs rcfeefli the fi^ik'ning Fields, 
No chearful flowVy Scenes the City yields : 
But Mifts, and lambent Fogs, ivhere-e er you p^fsp 
Shall cloud the Graces that adorn your Face i ^ i-j 
While thofe I^right Eyes, like (Mfd Gems, sippi^r^' 
Or Stars, juft gtimm^riiig thro' the dwflcjr Airv 

Nor will you only Change pf Re^Mty fifid { 
Illufive Scenes will mock your pe^Qy^ Mind : 
In cloudlefs Mornings, whf.n ypu've^^nk yovr T<^ 
And read a Page in Sh^rIjOCK, or in-!*— Qay $ 
Perhaps yo\ir Thoughts, tr^fpor^cdi hevc n^y rove;^ 
And, to your Minrf, prefent the blifeful Grove : 
You'll think to walk by filver Thams's Shore ; 
Or trace the verdant Mead, as heretofore ; 
\yhen, at the Door, the rural Vifion flies, - » 

Smoak, Coaches, Fops, and Carmen peet your Eyes : 
Straight back you'll turn, vex'd with thf fruitkfs Search 9 
Bid * RoBSRT call a Chair, and go tQ Qburcb^ 



* TIm Footman. 
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^n MITES. To a\iK\>Y, 

*f7/ lut by tuay of Simile. pRioa. 

DEAR MaJam, did you never gaze^ 
Thro' Opttc«g]afs, on rotten Cbeefe ? 
There, Madam, did you nc*er perceive 
A Crowd of Dwarfifli Creatures live ? 
The little Things, elate with Pride, 
Strut to and fro, from Sidf to Side : 
In tiny Pomp, and pertly vain. 
Lords of their pleafmg Orb, they reign ; 
And, fiird with harden'd Curds and Cream, 
Think the whole Dairy made for them. 

So Men, conceited .Lords of all, . 
Walk proudly o*er this pendent Ball,> 
Fond of their little Spot below, ^ 

Nor greater Beings care to know ; 
But think, thofe Worlds^ which deck the Skies,. 
Were only form'd to pleafe their Eyest 
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Chloe's con QJJ E S T- 

» np WAS by a purling Stream, beneath a Sha^e^ 
•*• Young Chloe, Cupid, and Alexis playM : 
LoyE*s Goddefs, with her Doves, fat Ippkingon^ 
And, fmiling, nodded to her wanton Son : 
Her wanton Son his keeneft Arrow drew : 
Swift, to the Swain, the pointed Weapon flew : 
Inflexible to Love^ the Shepherd flood, 
Repeird the Shaft, and mock'd the baffled God j 
Till Chloe rais'd her Eyes with killing Art, 
And (hot him with a more pernicious Dart : 
Your's is the V^idory, Alexis cries ; 
Not Cupid's Shaft has kill'd, but Chloe*s Eyes. 



Occajiorid hy a Difputc iioith a Lady. 

FORGIVE me, Chloe, 'twas a Deed, 
That from Ambition fprutig j 
V\\ ne'er again prefume to plead 
With your viftorious Tongue* 
II. 
Such Wifdom in your Words appears. 

Such Mufic makes thcih pleafe j 
Mine lofe their Force, like Horning Start 
Befoit the Solar Rays. 
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m. 

Conquered by your fuperior Senfe^ 

I drop the wordy War, 
Convinced, your pow*iful Eloquence 

Is ftrongy as you are fair.^ 

IV. 
Yet, the* fubduM, my Fall is great,. 

Nor (hamerully I yield ; 
'Tis Honour to contend, tho* beat,. 

When Angih take the Field. 



^0 ikfr. WoRSDALE. Occafion'd by feeing 
Celiacs Pi<aure unfinijh'd. 
Writ extempore at Kenfuigtonk •■ 

YET, WoRSDALE, yet, thou muft exert thy Art, 
To paint the matchlefs Virtues of her Hearf: 
*Tis not enough, that Wit and Beauty join j 
But, in her Face, let Senfe and Judgment fhine ; 
Let Godlike Bounty crown her gen'rous Sour, 
And folid Wifdom dignify the Whoh : 
So, in thy Piece, fball each Beholder fee 
A finiib'd C£LJA HiTy a KN£LLfis^77jirr. 
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On tie Q U E E NV G'r Otto^ im 
Richmond hardens. , 

NOW blufli, CALY'Psd, nis but jiift to ylelcT,. 
That all your mofly Caves are here exceird.. 
See how the Walls,- in hutnbte f bmi». %Sy^ti^iv - "^ 
With carelefs Pride, and flmph Ele^autt r 
See Art and Nature fitive Wth dcpzEl OrBce^^ 
And Fancy charmM with .trfili^ fli^eah^ rufffafstf . 
Flow fwiftly, Thames ; and, ifowingy ftill prochJor^ • 
This Smldin^s Beaatjr^ attd the Bnitdh^s ?Me j .^ - '^ 
Tell /«^/^7« SeaS) thy Naiads here have fcen- 
Thefpvceteft. (?rdf/^, and thfe wIfdtQcJPEW; ' " • ■ 
Whofe Royal Prefenceblefe'd this hunfible Sent i. 
How iball the Manfion^ and the G^ h6w Great ! 
So Angels fat in Canaan's fweet Abodes, 
So-rural Shades were honoured with the Gods. 
Here may her Soul th* Almighty's Wonder^ tjfacc,. 
Far as the tForthleSy . that adorn the Place j 
Whofe^ awful Bufts afound the Grot appear,. 
The brighteft Stars in Learning's Hemifpherci 

Theif 



Their Fathers dhnly viewed the dawning Ray ; 
Thefc rofe like Suns,, and brought a Flood of Day- 
Bur cpftfe, my Mttfe> and caft thy wond'ring £ye9>, ' 
Where Phoebus^ lofty * Domes majeftic rife 5 
Whofe tunrful Tniin have fiuig this Grcft$*s Prake,. - 
Contending etch* till each ddenres the Biyi. 
O pardon me^ ye leameil Sena of Fame ! 
Who faintly^ gftcr yoUf attompt the Theme ii 
Nor think, I rival your poetic Firef h 
My QifEBN conimwdi* und Graiiiudc inrpires. 
And You, Imperial Foundrcfs i deign to fmile^r 
Nor fcorn theleaft, the laieft Mufe's Toil ; 
Who brings the tardy Off 'ring of her Layt^ 
The firftin Di^^ the' thelaft in Pn^fo. 

< 
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To the Author of a Poem on the Duke of 
LorrainV Arrival at the Britifti Courts 

IS D£nram'& nervous Mufe Feviv'd againy y*"^' 

To hail the Regal Vifit of Lorrain ^ L 

Or is it Pope's harmonious Voicfr we hear,. ' ' "* 

X)r whofe majeftic Numbers charm our Ear }* 
What modeft Youth fears to expofe his Name, "^ 

When ev*ry Line fo jiiftly merits Fame*? 
LoRR AiN m^y learn to rule of Britairfs Kiko |^ - 
But Brittjb Bards may le^irn of ?%/# to iing.. 
Whoe'er thou art^ th«fc feeble Lays^receivCf. ' 

Tho' I this TribuJtQ with Reludance give $ 
For, when my Eye thy pompous Vcrfe furveys,, 
I read with Wonder^ but with jE^ praift. 

So» when Briiannia^s Senators, conteft^ 
And jarring Feuds enrage thePatriotls Breaf( ;; 
If feme judicious Speech, great W albole makeSj, 
Oppofing Parties praife him, while he fpeaks i; 
His Foes refign the long-difputed Caufe $. 
And, fpite of Maike, Envy ^ves Applaufe*. 
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On Florella's Birth-Day. 

TH £ Queen of Love, and Pallas once, *tis faii^» 
Had both agreed to fomf a finiih'd Maid ; 
Upon a noted Day they flew to Earth, 
A Day ftill noted by Florella's Birth : 
Both Deities employed their utmoft Care, 
To make their darling Lady wife and fair : 
This gave her Beauty, that a fprightly Wit^ 
Which renderM Soul and Body juftly fit : 
But Mercury, that nimble winged Thief,. 
Who loves his Joke, as dearly as his Life, 
Dowft from Olympus lo his Sifters flew, 
Whenjuft to Life their little Embryo grew 5^ 
And poured a little Folly in her Breaft y 
A little Folly leavcn'd all the reft ;: 
Hence 'tis, {he*)s fometimes fprightly, iometiines dull j 
And fometimes witty, fometimes quite a Fool', 
Scarce foolifli now, nor witty, fprightly neither i 
But fprightly, witty, foolifli> all together^ 



n 
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To the Rev. Dr. Freind, on his quitting 
Weilmlnller 'SchooL 

IF void of Art my languid Verfe appears^ 
Forgive, OTrexntd, the Bard, who iinga ia T/eanf 
Rude are the Lays, which only Grief adorns, ^ ; 

And dull the Mufes, when Apollo mourns ; 
When Science trembles o*er Minerva's Shninejr 
To fee her fav'rite Prieft his Charge refign,.. • ' r 

Yet why ihould Grief debafe his glorious Name^ 
Or bla(i the Bays his Merits juftly chim i 
No venal View his noble Temper fways y 
He quits with Honour, what he kept with Praiibi;, 
As fome wife Ltaebvy in iuccefsful Wars^ 
Worn out with AgCj and covered o'er with Scars,^ 
Refigns the Poft^ he bravely long fuftain'd, 
Crown'd with the Painty his former Valour gain'd ;: 
So thou, paternal Sage^ may'ft now repofe \ 
Nor feek newXaurels, to adorn thy Brows ; 
Review thy Toils, and fee what polifh'd Peers 
Honour thy forming Handy and ftudious Cares : 

tet 
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Let learned Cart'ret, elegant of Tafte, 
Copfefs.the Mould, in which,his Mind was caft : 
LetHERVEY's Mufe Yitr Tutor's Worth proclaim^ 
And Pelham's 'Royal Truft.declare thy Famej. 
Pelham^ in wbofe capacious .Soul we-fisd 
The ^olar, Staufman^ .and the P^^/0/ jpin'd. 
Nor (h^l.tbe tender Plants, which round thee ftand^ 
E'er prove ungrateful to the Planter's Hand,; 
Water'd by Tbie^ their weU ,fix*d Roots extend. 
Their Branches fiouriflir and. the Fruits afcend 5, 
While pkafing Hope with Expe£btion fmilesy 
To reap the -future .Produ<a-of -thy Toils. 
Intent to fee thy Pupils fluning forth, * 
Whofe Afiions foon (h^l better fpeak thy Worth ; 
When m the Train of "Senators they come, 
Refin'd with all the Arts of Greece und Rome ; 
While in each -^^ their prudent Counfels ihew 
Their Matter's Loyalty, and i»caming too. 
Thus have thy Precepts made thy Province fliine,^ 
And ev'a MiNfinv a's Athens yield io Aine. 



Ob 
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On C E L I A *s Pidure, drawn hy Stt^ 
Godfrey Knellen 

WITH fuch a fapient Eye, and heav'niy Mfi^ 
MiNERTA taught her Arts to human' Kuiiij^' 
With fdch attraSive Charms, and gracefiilAir,. *" *'" 
Venus was judg'd the ^een of all the Fnir ^ 
Such Senfe and Beauty to the Painter (hone^ 
He drew Two Goddefies to fini£h One. 

On the Marriage of bis Serene Higbnejt 
the Prince of Orange. 

ILluftrious Prince I forgive the feeble Lay, 
That now afpires to hail your Nuptial Day ^ 
Nor fcocn a Mufe, the meaneft.of die NifUj. 
Who brings bev humble Off'rmg to your Shrine.. 
And you, Imperial Nymph ! whofe lovely Face 
Invites the Hero to your chafte Embrace, 
Vouchfafe a Spark of your celeftial Fire ( 
Harmonious Words, and pleafing Thoughts infpire, 
S^ as your Love,, and tuneful as your Lyre ; 

Sa 



} 
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So (hall my Numbers chann the lift'ning Ear» 
An4 ev'n the glad Nassau dielightecl hear. 
Nassau has long enrich'd the Book of Fame, 
And Anna now adorns the noble Name. 
Nations^ who (aw the Light of Orange rife. 
With aweful Splendor in the Belgian Skies ; 
Shall foon behold it with new Luftre (bine, 
Join'd to a glorious Star^ of £ilunswic's Line. 

So> where the flowing Sombre gently glides. 
The Swain delights to view thf beauteous Tides ; 
Butt vh^n bis more extended Eye furveys 
Thefhining Torrent join the fpacious Maefe\ 
Both Rivers, thus, with friendly Union flow. 
And to the Sight fuperior Beauty fhow. 

Whene'er the Gods a noble Race intend. 
They fuit the Caufes to the deftin'd End, 
Nor yoke unequal Hearts in Nuptial Love : 
Jove's valiant Bird difdains the fearful Dove ; 
Great Minds, by native Sympathy, combine. 
As golden Particles the clofeft join. 
Paternal Virtues in their Bofom roll, 
Ally'd in Love by Noblenefs of Soul : 

Hence 
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Hence Thfones and SceptfeS fhine nfegfedfed Thihgij^ 
Hence Royal Annie prefers Nassait to Kings ; 
While Brkoru with united Hearts rejoice; 
And willing Senators applaud the Choice, 
To fee their King (to Honour ever true) 
Difcharge thcDdbt td facrcd William due ; 
Immortal W11.LI AM 1 by whdfe prudent Cares ' ^ 

We yet enjoy the "Froitsf of- all out" Wat's"; 
Our Laws, Religjon, Liberty, and Peace, 
And cv'n thcBleflTngrof 'theBiiUNSWic Race. 

Nor Thou, illuftrious Orange ! bluftitoowfl. 
Thy Honour, thus ally'd to Jlbion*s Crown ; 
Bleft with a Princefs, in whofe Form we trace 
Her Father's Majefty, and Mother's Grace ; 
Bright Orb* of Pow'r, -that, with propitious Ray^^ . 
Difpel our Clouds, and beautify our Day : 
Not as the Comet, raging thro' the Air, 
Infers the World with Peftilence and War ; 
But, like the' Sun, their Beams of Goodriefs glowi 
Infpiring Life, and chcaring all below.^ 
Such are the glorious Sire,' and gracious DAm:B, 

From whence the beauteous Bride of Orange came, " 

And 
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And {hall unerrix^ Natuccchangebbr Kind I 
What Lion e'er produced a tin»'raus Hind ? 
The Royal Eagle$ Kj^al Eagles-breed, 
And Heroes from -heroick Sires proceed : 
Romifi Founder, thus^ coafcfe^d hi» Race Dfvlne ; 
Thus Nassav copies^thfc-NASsoviAN^Line^ 
Thus Anna's noble Stream of Virtue flows. 
High, as the 'Regal Sprtngv from -whence rt rofe. 
\ Thrice happy Nymphi with c/iy Grace fdpply'd! • 
Thrice happy Plince,- with filch'a heavenly- Bi-idel - 
In whQfl;^<upepiorS«»fef>wkh Judgment joins. 
Her Beauty •muchj but more her Merit ffiines. 
How glorious ! When fuch Worth adorns the Great^ 
We hear, we fee,- admire, and imitate : 
Virtue, in Thtm, attraft^ remoteft Eyes; 
Butinthevvulgar Soul,' unheeded lies.^ 
As radiant PttoEBcrs darts fuperior. Light,' 
While fmaller Planets ihun the watchful Sight 

Accomplished 'thus, let hi^r Example fire. 
The drooping Mufe, and wake the founding Lyre ; . 
Td aid RlSlijgion, be her chiefcft Care, 
( Heav*n juftly claims the Soul it made fo fair) 

To 
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To ftcm the Torrent of licentious Rage, 
And prop the Virtues of a finking Age 5 
Exalting Science to her antient Height, 
To raife declining Arts, and make the Rude polite : 
While great Nassau, whofe native Glory warms. 
Whene'er his Country calls him forth to Arms^ ' 
May fire the Belgians in the Field of Mars, 
Confult their Peace, or animate their Wars 5 
Paint his Forefathers to their wond'ring Eye, 
And teach 'em how to conquer, or to die; 
Like him, who bravely dar'd to break their Cbain, 
Tho* held by all the Force and Fraud of Spain : 
For injured Liberty the Sword he draws, 
Relolv'd to gain, or perifh in the Caufc; 
And having long the doubtful Combat try'd. 
Like C AS AR vanquifh'd, and like CiEs ar * dy'd ; 
Tho' difF'rcnt far the Motives of their Mind ; 
That fought to conquer ^ This tofave Mankind j 
Till, prais'd, lamented, envy'd, and admir*d. 
The Hero^ Patriot^ and the Prince expired, 

• Kiog WiLLiAM^s Great- Graiid^ither^ tlieFirft great Aflerter of the 
Belijan Liberties, jiflaiSoated 9,tDefp. 

O! 
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O ! where did then the Guardian Angels hide ? 
Nor watch'd to turn the guilty Ball afide j 
When he, whom armed Hofts could not withiland. 
Now falls a Viftim to one Villain's Hand ? 

But rife, yc Mufes, quit the penSve Lay ; 
Nor damp the Joys of this aufpicious Day. 
Since yet the glorious Name of Orange tbinds. 
Since Royal Anna feals the nuptial Bands \ 
Soon may Imperial Adolphs rife again. 
Again new Fred'rics thunder on the Main, 
Rouzing the Martial Youth to War's Alanns, 
(If proud Iberians fhine again in Arms) 
To guard their Country from tyrannic Pow'r, 
And be, what glorious William was before. 

Nor (hall the States invading Forces fear. 
Ere pregnant Time the promised Heroes bear ; 
Nor want Allies their Freedom to defend. 
Since Bruwswic reigns, 'and Albion is their Friend. 
As branching Oaks protect the rural Swain, 
Secure from Summer Heat, and fflnier Rain; 



So 
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So (hall our Monarchy with paternal Aid, 
His Regal Shelter o'er Batavia fpread : 
Long as the Sceptre fills his Royal Hand, 
A true Palladium (hall infure the Land. 

And if the prefcient Mufcs guide my Lay, 
Or future Secrets Phoebus can difplay ; 
The Day (hall (hine 4iftingui(h'd from the red. 
That Anna dignify'd, and Hymen Weft j 
In which Augustus fortifies his Throne, 
And plans a Scheme of Union for his Son ; 
Befpeaks Allies for Princes ]ret to come. 
New Friends to Britain^ and new Foes to Rctm. 

Proceed, Great Monarch ! new Allies to gain, 
And with hew Nuptial Leagues our Peace maintain : 
So (hall thy beauteous Nymphs fecurc with Charms 
That Safety, other Kings defend with Arms ; 
They Venus like, could Mars himfelf furprizc, 
And^awc ftcrn Tyrants with, their conqu'ring Eyes. 



VERSES 



on feverai Occafions, 129 

VERSES to the Author : 

In I MI T A TI OK of 

HORACE'S Ode on PINDAR. 
By a Divine. 

Apply' d to the Marriage of his Highnefs 
the Prince of Orange, with Anne, 
Frincefs Royal of Great-Britain. 

WH O hopes to rival Milton*s Flame, 
With waxen Pinionft fondly flies % 
His Fall will give the Sea a Name, 
While he attempts to reach the Skie^« 

Milton is like a Flood, whofe Tide, 
S weird with tempeffuous Deluge, roarSt 

Which from fome lofty Mountain's Side 

Refiftlefs foams, and knows no Shores* • 

G % * With 
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With facrcd Laurels juftly crowny. 
Whether, in bold, unfettered Strains, 

His towVing Mufe the common Bound, 
Superior to all Rhyme, difdains; 

Whether the Realms of endlefs Day 
He fill with Wars, and rude Alarms i 

Or fet, in terrible Array, 

Seraphic Legionsy clad in Arms. 

Aloft; with all their Forefts, thrown 
See Hills, from their Foundations raz'd ! 

See Angels hurPd with Vengeance downy 
When the Messiah's Standard blaz'd ! 

Or leads he- to connubial Bow'rs , , 
The new-form'd Pair ? The teeming Ground 

SinUcs with a Wildcrnefs of Flow*rs, . 
DifFufing Gales of Fragrance round. 

Lo ! Adam, ^ith majeftic.MIcn, 
For Empire and Command dpfign'd ! 

Confummate Be^iuty crowns his Queen^ 
With Dignity and Swcctnefs join'd. 



While 
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While he the charming Scene difplays. 
Where Innocence and Pleafure reign'd ; 

Delighted with hi^facred Lays, 
We hear it loft, and feel it gain'd. 

His Lays, inimitably fine. 

With Ecftafy each Paffion move. 
When loud they trumpet War divine. 

Or foftly warble human Love. 

O Stephen ! this Br/V^ww/V Swan 

Surmounts the Clounds with noble Flighty 

While I, at Diftance, only can 
Admire him lift'ning to the Sight. 

As the poor Bee, with endlefs Toil, 

To fuck the Thyme, and blooming Rofe^ 

Skims over Richmond's fragrant Soil, 
Thus I with pleafmg Pain compofe. 

You, with a happy Genius bleft. 

In bolder Strains ihall Nassau fmg^ 
When Anna, by the Graces dreft. 

He to the Nuptial Dome (ball bring : 

G 3 Anna» 
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AnsAj enrich'd with various Charms 

By the indulgent Care of 'Hcav'n j 
Than whom, into bis longing Arnis^ 

No greater Treafurecanbe giv'n. 

Not, tho' with Riches of the £<f/?, 

At His Command, the Ganges !ftow j 
Tho', with full Empire, he paf&fs'd 

Whatever Ambition wiih'd beiow. 

Ye Nereids, with prqphous G^et 

The gilded Veffer kindly aid j 
Let Cupids fan the fwclling Sails, 

Aiid waft him to the Royal Maid* 

* When Thames, with floating Forefts crowned, 

Leander fafe arrived proclaims. 
And of tumultuous Joy the Sound 

Shall bid Augusta rife in Flames $ 

Loud Thunder, burfting from her TowVs^ 

Shall fignaliic the facred Day 5 ' 

And Tranfport to the Belgic Shores, 

For Bleffings which they lent, convey* 

Around 

• This wtt wiittMi befiore A» Prince ctme to Ei^Uuid^ 
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Around while Hymituak ring, • 

My Voice to higheft Pitch ni raifc ; 
Thrice happy, if I can but fing 

An humble Ode to Nassau's Praife. 

You, foaring in heroic Verfe 

By native Strength of Wing upborny^ 
His godlike Virtues (hall rehearfe. 

And Beauties^ which the Bride adorm 

He in your Lays, (hall finifli'd rife 

For Council, or th' embattled Field; 
Immortals the contefted Prize 

To her fuperior Charms flisdl yield« 

Then, ravifli'd with prophetic Views, 

Succeeding Glories fhall prefage ; 
And, from the Genial Bed, the Mufc 

Raife Princes, to improve the Age* 

Who, bravely prodigal of Blood, 

Shall prove, that to fet free Mankind^. 
And conquer for the Public Good,. fV... i 

The Race of Nassau was defign'd. ; 

■ G 4. . ..-^ Thus 
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Thiis great Alcides (Poets feign) 
By Labours gain'd the Seats above ; . 

Countries preferv'd, and Monfters flain, 
Aflert the genuiue Son of Jove. 



ne ANSWER. 

WHEN I, in feeble Verfe^ efla'/d 
Nassau and Anna's Praife, 
A Lyric Mufe flew o'er my Head, 
And drop'd a Branch of Bays. 

1 would have fix*d it on my Brow ; 

But Phoebus faid, Forbear ; 
*Tis Fanify to touch the Bough, 

And Sacrilege^ to wear. 

Give it the Bard^ who boldly dares 

Attempt the Rffman Lyre ; 
Who wifely checks, but not . impairs 

The tow'ring Pindar's Fire. 

Thus, Sir, to you, in Phoebus' Name, 

The Laurel Wreath I (end ; . 
And, fince the God denies me Fame, 
-^ Am glad it crowns my friend. 



On 
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On Dtlid,^ugjn^, and playing on Mufic. 

I. 

WHEN Delia tunes her vocal Song, 
/ Aim! ftrikes the trembling Strings 5 
The lift'ning Audience round her throng. 
Admiring, while (he fings. 

IL 
But, ^hcn we view the Ikilful /i/V, 

We're ftruck with more Surprize ; 
Before, (he only pleasM our Ear, 

But now, inchants our Eyes. 

m. 

Beauty and Harmony combined, ^ 

Like fecret Charms betray ; 
Like'Ghofts in magic Rings confined, 

tVe cannot Jiir away. 

IV. 

So Birds, imprudent, fall to Ground, 

When pleafing Notes they hear, 
Charm'd with the Piper's artful Sound, 

Till taken in his Snare. 

Gs ! 
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To the Right Bmourabk William- 
Clayton, Efq\ fnow Lord SviJ don) 
on his being eleSied Reprefentatwe inr 
Parliament for Weftminftcr, witb$ui 
Oppojition. 

TO You, great Steward of the Public Trufl^ 
True to your King, and to your Country ]uft I. , 
No venal Bard his joyful Tribute brings. 
Nor Envy fure can cenfure what be fings \ 
Since each impartial Tongue your Praife d^Uces^ 
The Mufe but echoes, what the Poet hears. 

Some, by their Birth, to Senates lay their CIaim> 
Whofe Folly (hames the Seat, which honours them* 
But You, whofe Merits mov'd the People's Voice, 
Unanimous, to make fo wife a Choice, 
With folid Scnfe, and prudent Condu£l (hew. 
You grace the Senate, not the Senate You, 
Where, in the Lift of Patriots, could we find 
A founder Judgmeniy a finccrcr Mindf 

• Or 
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Or where a jufler Hand^ topoife the Scale 
Of Kingt Prerogathiy and Public Weal ? 
Ner this you ftrive to fink^ nor that extendi 
Bigot to neither Side, to both a Friend. 
So flow the Spirits thro* your vital Frame ;. 
Nor yet this Member chill,, nor that inflame. 

Trub to your Principles, you never ftray 
From Public Good^ tho' Int'reft lead the Way : 
For Public Good you ftill employ your Tongue ; 
And, rather than commit, you fuffer Wrong. 
When Soutb'Sea * Waves o'crflow'd the Britijh Plain, 
And Members bartered Hdhefty for Gain 5 
No Gain, no Place, nor Profit could controul 
The ftubborn Virtue of your fteady Soul : 
Ycru firm to Honoury Truths and Confcience flood, 
Unfalhkinably juft, and obftiAately good. ♦ 

But why fliould I in feeble Numbers tell 
Thofe Virtues, which your Aflions paint fo well ? 
For all the Actions of your Life prpclaim 
A Subje<a's loyal Love, a Patriot's Fame. ^ 

Your Care to keep the People's Int'rcft fure,,: ,, 
Your Zeal to guard the Prince's Crown fecurc, ■ 

* J 720. Make 
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Make Prince and People both efpoufe your Cauje ^ 
Witnefs their lateft Chpi^cc, ,and loud Jpplaufe ; 
When crouded Streets with Acclamations rung. 
And Clayton's Praifes dwelt on ev'ry Tongue j 
Parties thcmfelves agreed your Worth toboaft^ 
Or difFer'd only, who (hould praife it moft ; 
While tim'rous Candidates the Teji declin'd, 
And, to your nobler Brow, the Palm refign'd i 
So fly the Stars before the rifing Sun ; 
And, from his brighter Beams withdraw their owik 



^0 Mr. Winder, fnow Fellow) of 
Corpus-Chrifti, Oxford ; in Anfwer ta 
a Latin Epijile^ which hefent me. 

I. 

SOON as your partial Lays I faw, 
I guefsM your crafty Views ; 
And thought you writ in Verfe, to draw 
A Bill upon my Mufe. 

II. 
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But, fince the Trcafure you convey^ 

Comes from the iS0/)!^» Mine ^ 
Forgive me, if I can't repay 

The Value of your Coin» 

IIL 
While on thy manly Lines I dwells 

Lines, that might Pope employ ; 
What ftrange Viciffitudes I feel ^. 

Of Sorrow, Love, and Joy ? 

IV. 
Now Pleafure charms my glowing SouI» 

To hear thy pompous Song 
Lifoft, majeftic Numbers, roll, 

i 

Like Flaccus, fweet and ftrong. "'] ,"^;T 

V. '., ■ . 

But quickly fympathhung Pain 

Succeeds my fliort Delight, 
To find thy moving, mournful Strain 

Defcribe thy** Lofs of Sight. 

VI. 

• Mr. WiN&it was much aflCfted with lore Ejres, vliea ht ftftt tte 
fpiftle. 
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I griievc to think, Machaon^s Art 

Can give thee no Relief; 
I- weep, and wifh my grateful Heart 

Could cure,, or (hare, thy GrieC. 

vn. 

iJSo more to me Encomiums fend,. 

In ftich a learned Strain : 
But, if you'd compliment your Friend^, 

Prefent him half your Pain, 

VIIL. 
To Phoebus make fby Muiic foar,^ 

To Him direft thy Lays j 
Invoke his Aid, and healing Pow'r, 

To purge the vifual Rays. 

IX. 
For, if your Lyre but ilrike his Ear,. 

(The Lyre you lately ftrung) 
The God of Verfe and Light mujl. hear 

A Suit fo fweetly fung. 
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A Defcription of a Jo urnby, 
^0 Marlborough,. Bath, Portsmouth, ^c.^ 
7o the Right HtmouroBle the Lord Ft/count 

P A L M E R S T O N. 

WHILE fon», mj Lord, the Rormm Coa(t 
explore. 
Survey the Fanes, and trace their Beauties o'er. 
Studious of Arts, by which ingenious Boyle, 
Now draws the Phn, or now ereSt the Pile f 
More bounded in my Fancy, and my Purfe, 
I, o'er domeftic Plains,, purfuemy Courier 
And ev'ry pleafing Objefl: in.the Way, 
The Mufe iball (ingy if you acc^t her L^y« 

When Cancer fiercely glow*d with Phoebus]' 
Heat, 

And Clouds of Duft flew ev'n in BrMford-Sireit i 

0*er HiiUnJbm)*Heath my early Courfe I fteer. 

For Robbers fam'd \ but I no Robbers fear : 

. '" tet^ 
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Let Gold, like Guilt, increafc the Mifer's Grief; 

A Poefs Purfe, like Viriue^ dares a Thief. 

CoUbradk I quickly paTs^ attd fooh my Eyes ' ^ 

Survey the Royal Tow'rs of Windfor dfe : • 

Ctarm'd wfth the Theme of Pope's harmonious Song, 

I check my Steed, and flovly move along ; 

As lingering Mariners contraft their Sails, 

To feaft on Odours of Arabian Gales. 

But left, my Lord, your Patience fhould accufe 

The dull Narration of a tedious Mu(e, 

I will not fing each Trifle that occur'd, 

How much I eat, and drank,* and Whipped and fp\iifi : 

How oft my Palfry ftombled in the Way, 

Till * Hatfifrd ends the Travel of the Day ; i * ' 

Where kind f Mjnalcas, Partner of my Soul, 

Revives me with his friendly, flowing Bowl ; 

Yet forces no intemp'rate Bumpers round. 

Except when Delia's Health the GlaiTes crownM. 

A thoufand Labours paft, we now run o'er, 

What Scenes we afled, and what Toils we bore t 

No Party Feuds, nor Politics we n^e ; 

The Joys of Friendfliip moftly were our Theme. 

Wam'd 

^A IkAt VQlage, sear Fmrtngdon in Such, 

fATumar, «Bce the Author*! Mafter^ and ftiO his Friead« 
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Warn'd by the Clock, we now retire to Reft, 
Till fifing Phoebus ftreak'd tho purple Eaft. 
Breakfaft foon o'er, we trace the verdant Field, . 
Where (harpen'd Sc^ thes the lab'ring Mowers wcild : 
Straight Emulation glows in cv'ry Vein y - . T 

I long to try the curvous Blade again. 

As when, at Hockley-hoU^ old Gamefters view .' 
Young Combatants their Martial Sports renew5 
A youthful Vigour fires their antient Sou], 
Nor former Wounds their Courage can controul j 
Again they mount the Stage, again they play* 
Again they bear the noble Priz^ away : 
So with Ambition burns my daring Breaft^ 
I fnatch the Scythe, and with the Swains conteft ; 
Behind 'em clofe, I ru(h the fweeping Steel ; 
The vanquifliM Mowers foon confefs ipy SkiU. 

Not long at this laborious Sport I flay $ 
But, with my Friend, to * Charlton take my Way : 
'Tis there, my Lord, induc'd by potent Ale, 
Swains leave their Ploughs, and Thrcibers quit their 
Flail : 

Your 

• Where the Author li?*4 a Threfier^ 
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Your ♦ Bounty foon Drovokes the Bells to ring j 
Clowns dance. Boys nollow, and hoarfe Coblers iui|^ 
Not greater was the Joy in antient Greece^ 
When jKFsos^s Son produced the Golden Fleece^ 
Than now appears in ev*ry Threjher^s Breaft, 
Soon as your Gold fings Prologue to the Feaft.. 

Why fhould the Mufe recite our Bill of Fare^ 
And with a long Delcription tire your Ear ? 
None canycuf gen'rous Treat with Want ltprotdh|i 
All eat enough, and many drank toa>inuch.i 
Full twenty threjhers ijutHF around the Boatd i 
All name their Toaft, tad ev'ry one, my Lord. 
Na Cares,, no Toils,, no Troubles noW appear ; 
ForTroubletj Toils, and* Cares arc diowtf din &^> 
Till foon the chorric Fumea of LiqXior rife, 
Flufh in their Face> and fparkle in their Eyes : 
They now the ruftic Feats of Manhood boaft. 
Who beft could reap* br mow^ or threlli the moft ;: 
Contention doubtful ! All with Anger burn. 
While each appears a llero in his Turn : 
Hard Words fuccced y fo far can 'Boor prevail,. 
That blows are menac'd cv*n without a Flail v 

, Till 

•Mooex whid^bis Lordibip fent to txtat ^tVtnfim^ 
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Tin thus our Laftdldrd, rtfiftg from his Chaiir^ 
Like ptiiderit NlsTOH, ftops impending War : 

•^What MadneJTs, Friends, tvhat Madncfs can 
•• engine 
*^ Your Minds to burn with this unfeemly Rage ? 
** For^ Shame, ftain not with Blood our grateful Chear^ 
«< Defift from j5iW— or^lfe defift from Bter. 
'* Are thefe the only Thanks you give my Lord ? 
<< And is it thus hil Favours you reward I 
•* If no Refpe£l you pay this chearful Feaft, 
<« Yet pay the noble FcNiodet fome, at Itftft h^— — 

He faid : Abafli'd the confcious Heroes ftaod, 
Shook Hands, and thirfted more for Bter — than Bhod ; 
Another Glafs to Templb's Health thy pour a 
And praife their Liquor much, his Bounty more»> 

Oft as this * Day returns, (hall Threjberi claim 
Some Hours of Reft (acred to Temple's Name ; 
Oft as this Day returns^ ihall Temple chear 
The Threjbers Hearts with Mutton, Beef, and Beer; 

Hencct 

* 30th of June^ Oft which hit Lordihi'p treats the Thrt/kri ereiy . 
Year, 



146 POEMS 

Hence, when their Childrens Children iball admire 
This Holiday, and, whence deriv'd, inquire; 
Some grateful Father, partial to my Fame, 
Shall thus defcribe from whence, and how it came- . 

** Here, Chil J, a Threjher liv'd in antrent Days ; 
** Quaint Songs he fung, and pleafmg Roundelays y 
• •* A gracious Queen his Sonnets did conunend^ 
•* And fome ireat Lordy one Templf, was his Friend: 
** That Lordv92a pleased this Holiday to make^ 
« And feaft the Tbrejhersj for that 7%fe/ber*s Sikc."^ ' 

Thv9 (hall Tradidon keep my Fame alive ; 
The ^flrimaydic^ ihsThrefier ftill fiirvivc,. j 

Next, over P/uyJy'i fertile Fields I hade. 
Fields with the bearded Crops of Ceres grac*d F 
While pleafing Hopes my grateful fiofom chear ; 
But foon they vanifh'd— *Stanley was not here. 

From hence the Mufe to filver Kermet flies. 
On whofe green Margin Hertford's Turrets rife. 

Here 

* Re?, BIr, Sttmlij, KtS^ of Ptvffy, wlw BstL escounged dys 
Ast&or« 
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ere often round the verdant Plain I ftray, 
/Tiere * Thomson fung his bold, unfetter*d Lay; 
►r climb the winding, mazy f Mountain's Brow : 
nd, fho* I fwiftly walk, afcend but flow, 
'he fpiral Paths in gradual Circles lead, 
icreafe my Journey, and elude my Speed : 
et, when at length I reach the lofty Height, 
'owns, Vallies, Rivers, Meadows meet my Sight ; 
thoafand grateful Objefts round me fmile, 
Thok various Beauties over-pay my Toil. 

So may you often fee the ftudious Youth 
egin the long, laborious Search for Truth ; 
lOW flow his Progrcfs, but how great his Pain ! 
ow many mazy Problems vex his Brain, 
efore he o'er the Hills of Science rife, 
Vfiere, far from vulgar Sight the Goddefs lies f 
'et, there arriv'd, he ends the happy Chace 5 

.efleSs, with Pleafure, on his glorious Race j 
ses the bright Nymph fo many Charms difplay^ 
ls crown the Labours of the lengthen'd Way. 



Within 



* Mr. Tbmfon compoaM one of liii Seffim 

•f' Jl^rJhcrougb Mount 
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WiTHiv the Balis of the verdant Hill, 
A beauteous Grot confefles Hertford's Skill; 
Who, with her lovely Nymphs, adorns the Place ^ 
Gives ev'ry poliih'd Stone its proper Grace s 
Now varies ruftic Mo(s about the Cell ; 
Now fits the (hining Pearl, ot purple Shell : 
Calypso thus, attended with her Train, ' 
With rural Palaces adorns the Plain ; 
Nor with more. Elegance her Grots appear. 
Nor with more Beauty (hines th' Immortal Fair . 

The Mufe her Journey, next,, to BaA purfnes^*^ 
Bathy fixf d by Nature to delight the Mufe ! 
Where flow'ry Shrubs, and curling Vines unite ; 
Hills, Vales, and waving Woods attraft the SiglU ^ 
A vary'd Scene ! For Nature here difplays 
A thoufand lovely Charms, a thoufand Ways : 
Allen attends, tg drefs her beauteous Face, 
With Handmaid Art improving ev'ry Grace ; 
Now forms the verdant Walk, or funny Gladf^ 
Or pours the Waters o'er the deep Cafcade ; 
Or,nQvr.contra£b 'em with judicious Skill, 
And leads 'em gently murm'ring, down the Hill. 

4 '. 
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A Son of -ffiscuLAPius here I meet; 
Polite his Manners, and his Temper fwcct : 
His fage Difcourfe,. with foft perfuafive Art, 
Cbarm'd the pleas'd Ear, till it improved the Hea^:t : 
Bright Truths and Virtuiy were his lovely Th<me; 
Which feem'd more lovejy^ when defcribed Yxylnm, 

Various Diverfi^ns here employ the Fairi 
To Dancing feme, and fome to Play repair : 
NofMusiDORA fo confumes her Days, 
The Dame who bad me fing Jehovah's Praife : 
Uncharm'd with all the fluttVing Pomp of Pride, 
Heav'n, and dooieftic Care her Thne divide : 
In her own Bfeaft (he feeks a calm Repofe, 
And (huns the crouded Rooms of Billa and Beaux i 
Where Coqujtilla oft her Eyes has roll'd. 
Oft won a worthkls Heart, and loft her Gold* 

From Bath^ I travel thro* the fultry Vale, 
Till Safsb^ry Plains afford a cooling Gale : 

jfrcaaian 
* Mn. Sta«ibT| who defird the Antiior to write the ShumuKift* 
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Arcadian Plains where Pan delights to dwell. 

In verdant Beauties cannot thefe excel : 

Thefe too, like them, might gain immortal Fame, 

Refound with Corydon and Thyrsis' Flame; 

If, to his Mouth, the Shepherd would apply 

His mellow Pipe, or vocal Mufic try : 

But, to his Mouth, the Shepherd ne'er applies 

His mdHow Pipe, nor vocal Mufic tries : 

Propt on his StafF, he indolently (lands ; 

His Hands fupport his Head, his StafF his Hands ; 

Or, idly baiking in the funny Ray, 

Supinely lazy, loiters Life away. 

Here, as I pa&'d the Plains, (a lovely Scene, 

Array'd in Nature's Liv'ry, gaily greien !) : 

On ev'ry Side the wanton Lambkins play'd, 

Whofeartlefs Bleatings rural Mufic made ; 

Too harfli, perhaps, to pleafe politer Ears, 

Yet much the fwceteft Tune, the Farmer hears. 

Soon as the Plains are ravifh'd from my Sight, 

New different Profpe<fts equally delight ; 

Where * Pembroke's Turrets charm my gazing 

Eyes, 

And awful Statues folemnly furprize : 

Bards, 
• Earl of PsMB&oxt*8 Scat U Wiiitn. 
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Jards, Sages, Heroes, Patriots, Princes ftand, 

\ mixt, majeftic, veneraWe Band ! 

lere mighty Homer, Phoebus' eldeftSon, 

3r fings, or feems to fing, in breathing Stone. 

Jee Martial Phocion filently perfuade, 

\nd fmooth-tongu'd Cicero, in Marble^ plead : 

Sere fhines great Pompev, greater Julius there. 

With daring Brutus, honeftly fevcre : 

Friendjhipj and Freedom in his Soul contend ; 

Forgive him, C-«:sar, if he wrong'd his Friend f 

rho* Brutus' Dagger pierc'd thy Bofomthro', 

Twas Liberty^ not Malice^ ftruck the Blow. 

Unhappy Brutus, deftin'd to withftand ' 

Thy Friend's Ambition with a fatal Hand ! 

Unhappy Ctesar, whofe Ambition mov'c} 

That fatal Hand to murder whom it lov'd ! 

Had'ft thou, like Britain's Monarch, ftrove to fare 

Expiring Nations, not the World enflavc ; '• 

Thy Laurels then had ftill unblafted ftood. 

Nor Brutus e'er beenftain'd with C^SAR'tf Eftbod, 

Not far from hence, old Sarum*s Ruins ftand, ' 
High on a bleak and barren Tradt of Land ^ 

H AMa^xsl^ 
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A Mount, which once fuftain'd a City's Weighty 
And lofty Tow'rs adorned its aweful Height ; 
Till want of Water forc'd the thirfty Croud 
To feek the Vale, where cryftal Rivers flow'd. 
There * Poore the firft aufpicious Work began 4 
Firft, for a Temple, drew the glorious Plan 5 
Then quickly makes the facred Columns rife. 
And bids the lofty Spir« invade the Skies. 
The prudent People too, with equal Hafte^ 
New Dwellings built, which far their old furpaft: 
Cautious of Thirft, they make the docile Tide, 
In winding Currents, thro' the City glide : . . 

In ev'ry Street the wanton Naiads play. 
To ev'ry Door their liquid Urns convey ; *" 
In which the lately-thirfty Peafant fpies 
At once the -cooling Draught, and fcaly Fries ; 
Scenes, which, before, the lofty Mount deny'd I 
Hence let Ambition learn to check its Pride : 
High Stations often bring a Weight of Cares ; 
Ti;ue Happinefs is found in humble Spheres : 
This ufeful Truth let Sarum^s Glory (how. 
Which faded when on high, but flourifhes below, 

I next 

, ^BUhopPooiii who bttilt the Cathedral. 
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next to Bathurst*s * rural Seat afcend, 
THURst, my infant Mufe's genVous Friend ! 
i, as around his fpacious Park I ftray'd, 
arm'd with the Profpe£t, which the Fields difplayM. 
ifing on Verfc, the willing Numbers came, 
^ Song began, and Clarendon my Theme, 
hat fweeter Subjeft could I wifli to chufe ? 
liat Scenes more lovely can delight a Mufe ? 
', Flora paints the Ground with vary'd Dyes, 
d fragrant Shrubs with Odours fill the Skies'! 
recurling Vines their lufcious Sweets difclofe, 
lere fair Pomona loads the blufhing Boughs : 
:, fruitful Ceres crowns the Vales with Corn, 
id fleecy Flocks the verdant Hills adorn ! 
re waving Trees projeft a cooling Shade, 
here Bathurst oft converfes with the Dtadi 
ads over what the antient Sages wrote \ 
>r only reads, but afts as Sages taught ; 
iproves the prefent Hour that Fortune gives § 
)r trufts To-morrow, but To-day he lives. 

H 2 A* 

• Clarikbon Parki 
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As thus my carelefs Lay, unlabouVd, flows. 
Before my Eyes a * Pile of Ruins rofe ; 
Whofc rugged Walls, like native Rock* work, fhone ; 
For Time had turned the Cement into Stone. 
Our Second Henry here, if Fame be true, 
Meafur'd the Prince's Right, and People's Due : 
Made Laws to bound the Priefls and Barons Clakn*-^ 
Nor ev'n thofe Laws did haughty- Becket blame i 
Becket ! true Tyrant of the Roman StBtCj 
Curs'd with Religion juft enough'to hate ; 
Whofe ftern, ambitious Zeal his King defy'd. 
And damn'd all thofe, who dar'd oppofe his Pride. 

O Thou Supreme ! whofe Mercy ever (bone 
The bed, the brighteft Jewel in thy Crown !. -^ 
Never let me fuch cruel Faith approve, 
Which bids me hate, when Heav'n commands to love 5 
Let Chriftian Charity incline my Mind 
To wilh the Happinefs of ail Mankind 1 
In fecial FriendfHip alwJiys let me live, 
S ow to be angry, eafy to forgive ! 

f •. PJULTONS 

* Kitig^Nanor, where the Conftitutloai of Cl A %.%-'» i»o-N were madb 
Sec Camden of fVtltJhire* 
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» • ■- 
PAULTONS afFords me next a kind Retreat, 
Where crouding Joys my grateful Heart dilate j 
To fee the Friend, who firft my.Lays approved. 
Who loves the Miife, and by her is belov'd j 
Who taught her tender Pinions how to^y. 
Told when ihe crept too low, or foar'd too high, 

Stanley I if, forgetful of thy Lovei 

1 e'er to Gratitude, rebellious prove ; 

Still may I wsmt a friend, but never find ; 

May, Fo^Tu;b7S, Phoebus,, Stanley, prove unkind. 

Here often thro* the gloomy Woods I rove, » 

Plcas'd with the filcnt Horror of the Grove. 
And now the Lawn, and winding Walks delight ; 
And now die Manphian Turret charms my Sight : 
Here conic Firs i\\ graceful Order ftand .; 
Tall Cedars there-, the Growth of Syrian X^and. 
Lead me, ye facred Di^yaos ! lead me thro* 
Ybur fylvan Scenes, where future Navies grow ; 
Where lofty Oaks their branching Arms extend. 
And tow'ring Pines to kifs the Clouds afcend j. 
Where op'ning Glades admit the funny Ray, 
Or venerably Groves exclude the Day. . . . 
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There let me Knaves, and Fools, and Fops defpifC) 
And think of AiSlions worthy of the Wife. 

My Friend and me, Southampton next receives % 
Soui/jamptifty wafli'd with Thetis' filvcr Waves* 
Upon whofe iandy Margin * Bevis rears 
Plis Head, on which a ftately Dome appears ^ 
Where Britijb Scipio, crown'd with Martial Bayt^ 
In Solitude enjoys his antient Days : 
Yet, ftill inclined to conquer, wages here. 
With ftabbom Woods and Wilds innoxious War i^j- / 
Subdues the native Rudenefe of the Soil, * ^ " ^^ 
And makes the barren Sand with Verdure fmilc $ * • ■•"' 
Bends I he young Plant obedient to his Willi 
Or thro' ths Valley leads the cryftal Rill ; 
Sublimes the Mount, or bids the Mole fubfide. 
To ftretch the Profpeft o'er the lucid Tide : 
The Foils of Art illuftrate his Defign ; ' 

And make the JJi'iwwft/ Nature brighter tbinc. 

Charmed 

• Moont Bevh, Seit of the Right HoaooraUe the Barl of Peterh^nugh^ 
who wM then llviof* 
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Charm*i> with the Beauties of the filver Sea, 
We board a Ship, and fkim the watry Way : 
Blown with propitious Gales, we quickly view 
Britannia's Strength, her Guard, and Glory too ; 
Where * GEORGE's dreadful Eagles waiting flood, . 
To bear his fatal Thunder o^cr the Fleod. 
The wondrous Scene delights my gazing Eyes, 
At once imparting Pleafure and Surprize : 
Intrepid Sailors, fwarming in the Sky, 
Intent on Bufinefs, different Labours try : 
Some ftride the Yard, or towering Mafts afcend y 
Some on the Ropes, in airy Crouds, depend ; 
Thick as the Infe£b, round* the Poplar, play. 
When Phoebus gilds *em with a Wefterh Ray. 

But unexpeded Dangers oft deceive 
The daring Man, who tempts the foamy Wave v 
While on the Fleet we all delighted gaze. 
The fudden- Winds arife, and fweep the Seas 5 
With npid'Force they fly, and from the Ship,. 
Disjoin the Boat, and drive it o'er the Deep :. 

H 4. Oiir 
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Our cautious Pilot quickly fhifts the Sails, 
Reverts his Courfe againft the furious Gales. 
O Chloe ! then what ruthlefs Pains diftreft. 
Thy dizzy Head, and rack'd thy tender Breaft I 
How often did the Bard thy Fate bemoan ! 
How often did he wifh thy Pains his own ! 
How did the Tritons, mov'd with Pity, gaze 
On thy fair Face, diftortcd twenty Y^zjs ! 
Yet, tho* diftorted, ftill thy Features fhow 
Bright in Diftrefs, and innocent In Woe. 
So Venus oft her filvcr Lighldifplays, 
Thro' Ev'niog Mifts, that rifci to cloud her Ray«. 

But Neptune now, whopityM Chloe's Pain^ 
Returns the Boat j we freer our Courfe again* 
At Six, we fafely land at Port/mouth Key, 
And foon forget the Dangers of the Sea. 
Straight to fomc hofpitable Inn we b^fte. 
Revive our Spirits with a fweet Repaft : - 
'I'he fmiling Glafs, with rofy Liquor crown'd. 
Sacred tofrieniily Healths, goes chearful round j 
While Time, in mirthful Converfe, fvfcetly flows. 
Till gentle Sleep invites us to Repofe. 

The 
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The Morning come, we to the Wharfs repair. 
Survey the mighty Magazines of War : 
Tremendous Rows of Cannon meet our Eyes ; 
And Iron Deaths, in mafly Mountains rife : 
Store-houfe of Mars ! where, rang'd in Order, lay 
Ten thoufand Thunders for fome fatal Day. 

Departing hence,, the Dock wc travel round. 
Where laboring Shipwrights rattling Axes found : 
Some bend the ftubborn Planks, while others rear 
The lofty Maft, or crooked Timber fquare ; 
Some ply their Engines, fome direft the Toil,s 
And carefully infpe£l the mighty Pile ; 
See ev'ry Chink fecurely ftopt, before 
The winged Caftle ventures from the Shore. 

So, when the youthful Crane intends to fly 
Her firft long Journey thro' the fpacious Sky ;» 
Before (he rears herfelf fublime in Air, 
She ranges ev'ry Plume with prudent Care ; 
Tries if her Pinions can her Flight fuftain ; 
Then fprings away, and foars above the Main* 

H5 Bur 
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But fe? ! the fmoking, fiery Forge appears ;. 
Vulcanian Sounds furprize our Hft'ning Ears : ' 
See ! bufy Smiths around their Anvils fweat v ^ 

Their brawny Arms the glowing Anchor beat j 
Alternately the chiming Hammers fall. 
And loud Notes echo thro' the footy Hall. 
Such, haply, on the founding Anvil rung. 
When firft the Harp melodious Tubal ftrungi * . 
As Tubal Cain theduflile Metal wrought. 
And Vulcan's heav'nly Art to Mortals taught j 
The Brother, pleas'd to hear his Hammers cfaime^ 
Soon harmoniz'd their Notes to proper Time : 
Man's Bofom then fonorous Organ warm'd,- 
The fofter Lyre his gloomy Sorrows charmlJ ; 
While Tyrants Hearts unufual Pity found. 
And favage Tempers foften'd with the Sound. 

'Twas now the Tim^, when Phobbus* piercing 
Ray 
Shot down direft, ahd meafur*d half the Day J • 
A brave * Commander luckily we meet. 
Who courteoufly invites us to the Fleet : 



A Tabic 



• Captain Riddish^ Commaoder of the jimtHa, 
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A Table elegantly fpread we found, 
And loyal Healths the Captain puflies round ^ 
Augustus firft, .and all the Royal Lino^ 
Give fweetcr Flavour to the Iparkling Wine ; 
Wagerv and Norjrjs, ntxtj who boldly reign^ 
In floating Caftles, Monarchs of the Main. 

But now 2tgain our winged Sails we fpread. 
Again we vifit Pavlunfs fylvan Shade ; . 
Where, parting from my Friend, I mount my Steed, 
And, o'er the Wilds of Wellow^ urge his Speed : 
Wilds, which were lately fkerile, as the Coaft, 
Where patient Cato march'd his fainting Hoft ! > 
Nor could the Swain explore a cooling Shade, 
When fervid Phoebus burnt his glowing Head 5 
Till Chandois bad the dreary Defart fmilc 
With verdant Groves,, and beautifyM the Soil :. 
He faid j ten thoufand Trees adorn'd the Plain, 
Ten thoufand Shades, delightful to the Swain. 

Hence,, o'er the Plains, and fruitful Fields I pafe. 
Full forty Miles, till Witney ends my Race, 
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I yifit Bcre an elegant * Divine, 
In whom the Scholar, Friend, and Critic jt>in ; 
Who freely judges of an Author's Thoughts, 
Improves his Beauties, ' and corrcSs his Faults ; 
Severely kind, and candidly fevere; 
Polite, as Courtiers ; and, as Truth, fincere ; 
Who, in Minerva's Temple, taught our Youth 
The Path to Wifdom, Virtue, Honour, Truth ; 
Till having, with a gen'rous Mind, beftowM 
The Flow'r of all his Years in doing Godd ; 
Fatigu'd wjth Labpurs, and with Age decay'd. 
Retires, with Honour, to the rural Shade. 

So, when the Prince of Rivers, fruitful 'Nile^ 
Has flow'd, and fatten'd all the Memphian Soil, 
Spent all the Riches, that his Waves contain. 
Back to his Banks, he draws his humid Train. 

I pay my Offerings next at Phoebus' Shrine, 
Oxford^ the Seat of all the tuneful Nine. 
Ft)rgive me, God of Verfe, who daring greet 
Thy facred Temples with unhallow'd Feet j 



As 



• Rer. Dr. Frximd, 
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As pious Muffeimm to Mecca roam, 
Zealous to worihip at their Prophet's Tomb ^ ', 
So comes the Poet to thy rev'rend Fanes^ 
Invoking thee to aid his humble Strains. 
O ! might a Spark of thy celeftial Flame- 
But raife my Numbers equal to my Theme, 
Alfred immortal in my Page {hould ihine ; 
Alfred, the Monarchy Her^^ and Divim. 
Who, having bravely all his Foes^ o'erthrowa^- 
Advanc'd thy Kingdom, and confirm'd his own %. 
Water'd his Realm with the Pkrian Spring, . 
Rccall'd the banifli'd Arts, and bad the Mufes fing. 
Then fhould my Numbers found with * Wickham?$ 

Praife ; 
Nor lefs fliould f Foxe's Fame adorn my Lays, 
Whofe pious Care the decent Fabric rear'd^ 
Which kindly flielter'd the unworthy Bard j 
Nor the unworthy Bard (hould leave unpaid 
The grateful Debt, contrafted while he ftay'd : 
Thy Favours, chiefly, Winder, (hould be knowity 
In lafting Numbers, tuneful as thy own.. 
Thee, Bodley, would I fing j who can refufe 
A Verfe to Bodley, Patron of the Mufe ? 

Whofe 

• Founder of Mw College. 

f Founder of Corpus-Cbrifti College^ where the Author was kindly ea« 
tertain*d. 



Whofe lettered Bounty to the World dedares 

The treafur'd Wifdom of. three thoufand Ycare*- 

Nor (houldtheMufe forgctthe* Prelatc'i Fame^^r O 

Who grac*d the River with a ftatdy Framef . ■ '» '•' 

Known by the:flow*ry Meads, which round it lie^ i 

And beauteous Walks, that charm the StudentTs Eye;. 

Where courtly Addison attunM his Laysy 

And rais'd hi» own, by finging Drtden^s Praife^ '.' ^- 

HailjL happy Bard ! v^ofe Genius ftill could j^iinet' 

In ev'ry Art ; for ev'iy Art was thine : 

Whether thou didft the Critic's P6n engage,. 

The Crttic*s Pen improvM the Poet's Ragej ' ■ ;' 

Whether thou didft the Hero's Deeds rehearfe. 

The Hero's Deeds fhone brighter in thy Vetfe ;. . 

Or did thy tragic Mufe fublimely tell. 

How ftubborn Cato for his Country fell*; 

Parties no more retain'd their factious Hate 5 

All pity'd Cjes AR*^, honour'd'CATo's Fate : h 

Nor lefs thy foft diurnal Effays pleafe, ' 

ThalGlafs, where cv'iy Fool his Folly fees 5, 

Wher^ 

• Wainflxt, BUhop of H^ncheJIer, Founder of Magdalen College, 
where Mr« Addison writ a Panegyric on Mr. Daysxni the fiift Ef>iii/k 
Vcrfea he ever made public^ 



enfevural Occafions. i6^ 

Where Virtue (hints with ftich attradive Gnict^ 

She tempts the Vicious to' her chafte Embrace*. 

O ! may thy Labours be a Star- to guide 

My* Thoughts and Adiont o-er Life's devious Tide§ 

If Pride, or Pafion check my doubtful Sail^. 

Let thy loftruAions lend a friendly Gale, 

To waft me to the peaceful, happy Shore,. ^ 

V^here thou, immortal Bard I art gone before |. 

Then thofe who grant me not a Pojct's Name^ 

Shall owii I left behind a better Fame. 



PENELOPE to ULrSSES. 

Paraphrased from Ovid, 

THESE Lines I fend, impatient of your Stay, 
To you, my Lord, who kill me with Delay | 
Yet crave not any Anfwer back, befide 
Yourfelf, the beft of Anfwers to your Bride, 
Sure Trey J fo hateful to the Grecian Dames, 
Is ruin'd now, with dire, confuming Flames j 

Tbo^ 
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Tho' fcarccFy T/oy^ nor ail his'Kipg could bosift,. 
Was Worth jthe Trouble wbtch hf r^iRxyn coft., ,; . 

! had lewd Paris funk b^npath. the T^e,, ^ 
W)feh, o'er the S^s, he fought the J^/«» ^i;k!f ^/ 

1 had not then accusM the Unfe'ring,!^,. ::j , ^. > 
Nor weav'd, to ctaarm thje tedious Night aw^y 5 \ .:• 
Nor in the Bed, deferted and forlprn, .,',.. 
Lain weepiqgt cold and comfortlei^y uIl^Morn*. 

■- ■ ." - .1 *..!;; 4*. V -* .1. ... 

Whene'er of Dangers in your Gamp IJieard,. 

Thofe Dangers threaten'd you, t always fear 'd : 

For Love, like mine, no coldlndilF'rence beacs^~ 

It feeds on tim'rous^ Thoughts, and .aoxibusiCares^' 

Ifanfy'd, furious Trojans round thee came ; 

And trembling^, ever dreaded PEfeTdi's Nam^ :. 

If any faid, Antiloch'us was flain, 

Antilochus was he who caused my Pain : 

Or. if in borrow'd Arms Patroclus bled,. 

I wept, becaufe his Craft no better fped : 

When Rhodian Blood had bath'd the Lycian Spear,, 

The Rhodian • Youth again renew'd jmy Care : 

In fine, whatever Grecian Chief was klU'd, 

My fearfuLHeart, like frigid Ice, was chiU'd^} 

Left 

t TLipOLEMVSf 
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Left flatt'ring Fame my doubtfiil Ears (hould cheats 
And, for my Lord's, proclaim another's Fate: 
But Heav'n, propitious to my chafie Dcfire, 
Prefcrv'd you fafe, and Trey confum'd with Fire* 

But now the other Gredm Chiefe return, 
And on tbfcir fmoking Altars Offerings burn ; 
Their ufclefs Arms tixey coiifccratc to Peace, 
AnATrojan Spoils the Grtcian Temples grace :, 
Each youthful Bride fome pleafing (3ift affords^ 
To welcome home their fafe-reti;med Lords j 
Their fafe- returned Lords, in Songs of Joy, 
Refound the vanquifli'd Fates of ruin'd Troy : 
The wond'ring Sages croud around to hear ; 
The trembling Girls admire the Tales of War : 
The Wives ftand Uft'ning, while their Hufbands tell^ 
How Greece had conquer'd, and how Ilion fell : 
One ftains a Table with the purple Draught, 
^nd fhew^ the furious Battles, which you fought ; 
Paints with the Wine, which^from th6 Glafs he pours,, 
^amps. Rivers, Hills, and all the 7V^^« Tow'rs : 
\ndj This, fays he, is the 5/^^^«. Plain ; 
\nd here the filver Simois rolls his Train ; 

There 
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There flood old Priam's ftately Palace j here 

Achilles pitch'd his Tent, Ulysses there : 

Here mangled HectoR) dreadful in his Fall, 

Affrights the Steeds, that drag him round the. Wall*- 

Your Son, who, fentby me to Nestor's Court, 

To feek his Father, brought me this Report 

From Nestor^s Mouth, and how the ThraAm hoxiy 

In Sleep, became a Vidim to your Sword i 

How DoLoN fell into your crafty Snare — — 

But, O ! Ulysses, you too boldly dare 5 

Too fearlefs, thro' the Camp of Foes you rove^. 

Mindful of Wilesy forgetful of your Love i^ 

Slaying fo many in a gfoomy Night,. 

One Friend alone, to aid you in the Fight; 

It was not thus you raflily us'd to go 

Among the Midnight Terrors^of the Foe ; 

Fondly of me you formerly have thought, 

With Prudence adied-, and with Caution fought. 

Heav'n knows, with Fear my trembling Bofom beat,. 

To hear my Son your daring Deeds relate j 

Till told how you viftorioufly returned. 

Safe,,, to youF Camp, with Thracian^foiX^ adorn'd^ 

But 
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But what avails it me, your Arms have throwa' 
Troy's ftately Walls, and lofty Turrets down ? 
As when they flood ; if I am robb*d of thce^ . 
7r(?/s fall'n tp ethers^ ftandingftill to me ;. 
To others^ who, with captive Oxen, toil 
To turn the Glebe, and till the Trojan Soil % 
And while, with crooked Ploughs, they difcompofe 
Th'ill-hury'd Afhes of their flaughter'd Foes ; - 
While Phrygian Fields, grown fat with nat/ivc Blood,.. 
Bear fruitful Crops, where ftately Ilion ftoodj 
While verdant Harvefts hide their ruin*d Wall>. 
I mourn my abfent Lord, who wrought its Fall 5 
Nor can I know the Land, where you reficje,, . 
Nor who, nor what detains you from your Bride*. 

Whatever Sailors on our Coaft appear, 
(Hopeful to find fome Tidings of my Dear^ 
I fly to them,. and afk 'em o'er ando'er. 
If e'er they faw you 'on Ibme foreiga Shore.. 
Then to their Hands a Letter I impart. 
To give it you,, the Partner of my Heart \\ 
If Chance, or Deftiay Ihould ev«r prove 
So kind to lead them to my abfent Love,/ 



^^^ 



J79 JP O E , M S 



We fought for you at antient Nestor's Ct>urt;. 
But fought in vain, wc heard no true Report : 
We fent tp afk the Spartans too j but they 
Knew not thoClirtfwtc, where you, lingVxng, ftay^ 

! had Apollo fav'd his fecred Town :*-**— 
Ye Gods ! why did I ever wHh it down ? 

If thai were Handing, and Ulysses there, 

1 nothing, btit the Chance of War, fhould fear': 
I ihtmld nottheii^e fingly cuw'd to cry;. 
Others wouH'ftar the War, no Icfs than I. 
But now a thbufarid Whimfies feed my Care, 
Nor know T what to Tiope, or what to fear ; 

, Yet fearing i]\\ that Fahfcy can ftiggeft, 
Unnumber'd Troubles rack my anxbus Breaft : 
Uponthe Land whatever Dangers reign, 
I fear thofe Dangers rfiake you there remain j 
Upon the Seas whatever Storms ihcreafe, 
I fear thofe Storms iletain you on the Seas, 
While thus my fooliflbi Thoughts uncertain rove. 
Perhaps you revel with a foreign Love 5 
Perhaps you ridicule your Bride at home. 

Tell how fhe fpins, or drudges in the Loom : 

'\ " . . 

Sufpicious 
4 
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Sufpicious XhjOHghts ! that vex my jealous Mind, 
Be gone^ and vaniih into empty Wind ! 
If cruiel Fate did not obftrua: the Way, 
My Lord would never make fo long Delay* 
Your long Delay my Father often blames. 
And often chides m^ for my conftant Flamos : 
My conftant Flafiie3 (hall ever true remain | 
Let Fathers chide, and Suiters court in vain. 
At length my Sirc^ who finds he can't remove 
My Faith from you, or (hake my fettled Love, 
Remits his Anger, foften'd with my Pray'rs ; 
Yet ftiU a Croud of Suiters teaze my Ears ; 
From various Realms they come to feek your Crowiif 
And feaft, and reign fecurely in your Throne : . 
'Twould tire me ev'n to count their Number o'er, . 
Medon, Pisander, and a hundred more I 
All bent on Love, and Robbers of the Sute, 
And All, by your pernicious Abfence, great 1 
To crown your Shame, the Beggar Irus prey^ 
Upon your Sheep, and all the fatteft flays : 
And ev.'a your Shepherd, faithlefs to his Lord, 
Slaughters your Lambs, to grace the Suiters Board r 
Nor have we Strength, their Rapine to oppofe ; 
For how can Three refift fo many Foes ? 

Your 
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YoUsT feeble Wife, your Father worn with Age, . 

Your tender Son, too weak to check their Rage $ . ^ 

For whom they lately crafty Ambufli laid, 

And menaced Death on his devoted Head $ 

When, mocking all their Stratagems, he croft 

The Seas, to feek you on the Pylian Coaft. 

O! nflay the Gods extend his vital DakJ, *•» • v -' 

And guard his Life, till our's fubmit to Fate : 

So may he clofe our Eyes with decent Care ; 

Such is ^our Servant's, fuch his Nurfe's PrayV. 

Since then your aged Father, feeble grown, 
Amidft your Foes, cannot defend your Crown ; 
Your Wife, too weak to chafe the Foes away. 
Your JSon, too young to bear the Regal Sway ; 
Hafte, hafte, Ulysses, to your Royal Seat j 
For you alone can cure our troubled State : 
Think of your Son, who wants you to infpire 
His Soul with all the Virtues of his Sire : 
Think, on the Brink of Fate your Father lies : 
Return, my Lord, return, and clofe his Eyes : 
Think of your faithful Wife, whofe youthful Face, 
At your Peparture, blufli'd with blooming Grace : 



But 



on feviral Occajions. 



^n 



But now I blulh with bloomy Grace no more ; 
Tears, for your Abfcnce, cloud my Beauty o'er. 
01 may you foon return, before I prove 
An antient Dame, unworthy of your Love. 



An EPIGRAM. 

Wfirdi are hut Wind. Tale of a Tub. 

IF Words are Wind, as fomc allow; 
No Promifes can bind ; 
Since breaking of the ftrifteft Vow, 
Is only breaking Wind, 
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^ Poem en Her MAJESTY'S ' 
Birth-Day. 

OYou, the Monarch's Blifs, the Mufe^s Friend ! 
Accept the Tribute Duty bids me fend : 
*Tis what the Bard fhould long before have paid 5 
But fearful to afpire, has long delay'd. 
PHOEtfos alone can Prfoijus' Chariot guide; 
The Youth who dar'd to drive it, daring, dy*d. 
My humble Mufe can humble Subje6is treat ; 
But trembles to attempt a Theme fo gfeat : ^, . 

Yet, warm with Gratitude,, would fain difplay 
Her Zeal to You, on this aufpicious Day. 

To You ! whofe gracious Goodnefs plumes her 
Wings, 
By whom (he lives, by whom infpir'd, (he fings : 
Long may (he celebrate your facred Birth ; 
Long may you ftay from Heav'n, to blefs the Earth ; 
To chearthe Royal SovVeign of our Isle ; 
Increafe his JOys, or foftcn all his Toil j 

Who 
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•Who now, while Death in purple Triumph reigns. 
And fanguine Floods pollute the diftant Plains ; 
Watchfulo'er Britain's Fate, employs his Care, 
Or wifely to avert, or bravely meet the War. 

O glorious Queen ! by Nature form'd to bring 
The fweeteft Comfort to the jufteft King ! 
Let proud Oppreflbrs, who abufe their PowV, 
Hear groaning Subjeflrs curfe their natal Hour : 
You, on that happy Hour may juftly.feaft 
Your Soul with Thoughts of making Thoufands bleft 5 
Whofe godlike Bounties, to the Wretched, (how. 
You're only powVful to relieve their Woe. 

What tho' the'Mufe old Annals fliould explore, 
Mark all our Queens, and trace their Virtues o'er ? 
Where could you find fo much exalted Senfe, 
Nobly employed, like your's, in Truth's Defence ? 
You ftrive.to make the Seeds of Virtue grow, 
T^o fpread the Light, which Heav'n reveal'd below : 
Y'et, free from fuperftitious Zeal, incline 
To make the Rays of Moral Goodnefs fliine ; 
Supporting thofe, who, firm to Truth, defend 
That firft-fix'd Law, on which all Laws depend. 

I ^^^^K^VL 
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Beneath your Influence, Art and Science orear 
Their facred Heads^ andiiouriih hj your Care : 
This Truth let Oxford*s pompous Dome proclain\ 
Which boafts the Honour of a* Hoyal Name* 
Lately your Bard furvey'd the graceful Scene, 
Riling with Bounties of a generous Queen ! 
O ! had the Mufe there iledg'd her^nfietnt Wiag^ 
And early tailed of that learned Spring.; 
She then had foar'd in more heroic Lays^ 
In more majeftic Numbers fung your Pxaife^ . ; 
But fearful now^ muft quit the gloripus TKemq^ 
Muft leave the Archited; to fpeak ypur Fame : . . 
His Art fhall there another Athens Ihew, 
And there another Guardian Pallas You. 

• ^mU College, 



FELIX 
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JP jE X J X and CONSTANCE. 

A Poem, taken from B o c c a*c e* 
^0 the Right Honourable the Countefs of Pomfrcr. 

BLOWN on the rolling Surface of the Deep, 
The mourning Maid at length reclines to Sleep 5 
While confcious Vifions labour in her Breaft, 
And airy Speftres difcompofe her Reft. 
Sometimes (he feems upon her native Shore, 
Blefs*d with the beauteous Youth, as heretofore ; 
Hears him converfe, while from his tuneful Tongue 
Melodious Senfe, in melting Mufic, rung : 
Sometimes (he finds, or feems at leaft to find* 
His IhatterM Veffel forc'd before the Wind, 
With foaming Waves, and furious Tempefts toft^ 
The Maft, and broken Sails, and Sailors loft : 
Sometimes her Dream, in frightful Forms, difplay'd 
A Croud of Martyrs, cruel Love had made j 

I % Lahiewtkc^ 



178 P O E IVI S 

Lamenting Thisbe's Shade before her ftands. 
Shews her capacious Wound, and purple Hands j 
Now lyric Sappho in the Tide expires. 
Now faithful PoRCiA eats the living Fires. 
At length, awaking from her Dream, (he hears 
A Latian Voice, which thus falutes her Ears : 

Unhappy Chrtflian Maid ! (for fuch, at leaft. 
You, by your decent Habit, feem- expreft) 
Say whence you came, and hither how convey'd, 
Expos'd to Sea, without the Seaman's Aid ? 

Soon as the Nymph hernative Language hears. 
Her frighted Soul was fill'd with Doubts and Fears : 
She thought, the adverfe Wind, or refluent Main, 
Had fbrc'd her back to Liparis again ; 
Till, ftartingup, a fpacious Land fhe fpies ; 
Barbarian Caves and Cots her Sight furprize : 
She fees a Matron on the neighb'ring Strand ; 
Nor knows the Matron, nor the neighb'ring Land« 
O ! whither, whither am I blown ? fhe cries ; 
What Dens and Caves appear before my Eyes ? 
And who inhabit 'em ? or Beafts of Prey, 
Or Men, lefs kind, and crueller than they i 

To 
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To whom the Matron : Fly, nor dare to truft 
The faithlefs People of this hated Coaft : 
Here Sailors oft their haplefs Fate deplore j 
Who 'fcap'd the Seas, are wreck'd upon the Shore : - 
For, when the forceful Wind, and foaming Deep, 
To this inhuman Coaft impel the Ship ; 
Around the Beach the rude Barbarians ftray, 
Deftroy the Mariners, and feize their Prey j 
By others Death, they keep themfelves alive, 
Subfift by Rapine, and by Ruin thrive. 

Unhappy Fate ! the mourning Nymph reply'd ; 
O ! had I perifh'd in the fafer Tide ! 
For much I fear, the Land I now furvey. 
Dooms me to greater Evils, than the Sea : 
And yet what greater Ills can Fate provide, 
Than thus to fcek for Death, and be.4eny.'d \ 
Not fo my Felix Ycap'd the raging Waves ; 
Him Neptune funk, and me unkindly favcs ; 
Saves, only to increafe my former Woes ; 
To fall, perhaps, by more ungen'rokis Foes, 
Or to indulge fomc luftful Tyrant's Will ;• . 
But, O ye Heav'ns ! avert the fatal 111 \ 

I 3 Protea 
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ProtCift my Honour in this foreign Coaft, 
The only Bleffing which I have not loft f 

The lift*ning Matnm wonders with Surprize ; 
Nor hears, unmov'd, the weeping Damfcrs Cries | 
But leads her to her neighboring Cottage, where 
She chears her fainting Soul with homely Fare^ 
Condoles ker Grief, and begs her to difclofe 
Her Country, Cares, and Caufe of all her Wo^s, 
Excited by her Words, the penfive Maid 
Preludes with Sighs^ and thud, reluctant, faid ; 

O hoipitable Dame f why would you move 
A Wretch to tell a Tale of haplefs Love ? 
Which, in relating, muft renew my Grief | . 
Nor can I hope, nor you beftow Relief : 
Yet, fince you feem a Partner of my Care, 
/Tis juft a Partner know the Weight I bear. 

Not far from Minds flaming Mount I came, ' 
From Liparisy and Constance is my Name ; 
Great Honours and Eftates my Sire poi&fi'd. 
And, O ! too much to make hU Dau^iCer lilefs'd.^ 
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I once with Fame aiui Fortune w^ fupply'dy 
Nor envy'd Emprefles their Pomp and Pride ; 
Now, like a Meteor, fallen from its Height, 
My Glory's vanifli*d, and extind my Light ■< 
Full twenty Years in Happinefs IpafsM, 
And ev'ry Year was happier than the laft. ' 
Young Felix then his Love began to fhow ; 
(Young FiLix was the Caufe of iiX my Woe) ' 
A beauteous Youth, endow'd with manly Grace % 
But far his noble Soul excell'dhis Face : 
And, tho* his nfggard Fate had Wealth den/d. 
The Want of Wealth by Virtue was fupply'd. 
Two Years to win my doubtful Heart he ftrove. 
Two Years my doubtful Heart dcdin'd his Love : 
Yet ftil! he prcfs'd me with his am*rous Tale, 
Nor found at length, 'twas fruitlefs to aflail : 
For, by Degrees, infenfiWyl came 
To firft approve, and then indulge, his Flame ; 
Nor could his Suit, nor would his Vows reprove 5 
I heard with Joy, nor thought it Sin to love j 
Till in myBreaft imperious Cupid reign*d : 
Alafs? howeafy £tfwaConqueft.gainM ! 
And now tsyf reafon checked my Will no more 'r 
But fed the Flame, it ftrove to quench before : 

I ♦ Yet 
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Yet durft not an immodeft Thought approve ; 

Love rul'd my Hearty but Hmour rul'd my Love : - 

I fcotn'd to ftain my Virtue with a King ; 

As much my Lover fcorn'd fo mean a Thing. 

What could we do ? What cannot Love ihfpirc ? 

The Youth reveals^his Paffion to my Sire ; 

And in fuch melting Accents made it known. 

As might have mov'd all Fathers, but my own : 

But proudly he my^ Lovet's Suit repell'd ; 

And, frowning, thus our mutual Ruin feal'd : 

No more, prefumptuous Youth ! thy Paffion name; 
Supprefs the Sparks, before they rife to Flame, 
How dar'ft thou, vulgar Wretch, ignobly born^ 
My Daughter's Scandal, and her Father's Scorn ! 
Afpire to wed fo far above thy Fate ? 
He fternly faid, and forc'd him from his Gatie:^ 

O Avafice ! what E,vils doft thou.capfe,' . 
Breaking the Bands of Love, and Nature's Laws ? 
Go, hungry God ! and rule the Narrow-foul'd j 
CoUeft, and guard their curft, bewitching Gold j . 
Fit Province for thy Reign I tpo mean tq prove .. . 
The Charms of Nuptial Life, and Joys, of Love f 

Ah J 
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Ah ! what avails to gain a pompous Narte, 
With boafted Titles of paternal Fame, 
Deriv'd from Anceftors of noble Blood ? 
Things common to the Vicious and the Proud ] 
Refulgent Equipage, and gaudy Shows, 
Fiftitious Ornaments of real Woes ! ■ 
If Love be abfent, Pomp and worldly Gain 
But gild our Cares, and varnifli o'er our Pain. - 

! had my cruel Father thought like me, 

1 ne'er had prov'd the Dangers of the Sea, 
Nor ever wander'd here a banifli'd Maid ; 
And, O dear Felix 1 thou hadft not been dead ! 

So fpeaks the trembling Nymph ; and while (he 
fpeaks, ' ^ 

The pearly Torrents ftream adown her Cheeks ; 
Cold clammy Sweats, and throbbing Sighs arife, . 
Slow moves the Blood,, and dizzy roll her Eyes j 
So much afFefled with her Lover's Fate, 
She ftruggled, groan'd, and fainted from her Scat, ^ 
Her Hoftefs ftraight a grateful Cordial fought. 
And to her Lips applies the.chearful Draught,. . 
Wafhing her Temples with reviving Oil j 
The vital Spirits anfwer to her Toil ; 

1 5 *Tht 
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The purple Tide Vtgins to roll ag^y 
Again di^ufes Life thro' cv*jrjr Vein : • * 
And now fhe fighing, rais'd her droopkig Head 5 
And, Is my Death, ihe cries, again dclayMf 
Why did you check me on the Brink of Falo I 
Better the Soul had fled her loathibme Seat. 
Death is the only Good I wilh to know, • ' 
End of my Pain, and Period of my Woe, ■ ^ 

To whom replies the Dame : Unhappy Fair f 
Rely on Heaven, nor let your Soul defpair : 
Teach me to give your troubled Heart Relief 5 
Or teach me how, at leaft, to (hare your Grief: 
Your mournful Story much affedls my Mind^ 
Yet fomething feems remaining ftill behindr 

O ! much, CoNSTANTiA fays, remains to come. 
The fatal Part that fihilhes my Ddom : 
For, when my Felix, (Felix now no more f ) 
Was banifliM from my haughty Father's Door, 
Not able to obt^n me for his Bride, 
Nor willing to refign me, tho* derty*d 5 
Hope, from Defpair, his daring Soul conceives^ 
A Bark he builds, to plough the briny Waves : 

Then 
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Thcncaird a few Domeftics to his Aid, 
Embraced me in hia Ann$^ and fighing, laid : 



O Tliou> for ever dear, for ever blcft. 
At once the Joy, and Trouble of my Brqaft f 
Since Poverty expels me from thy Arms, 
Since Wealth alone is worthy of thy Channs 5 
I fwcar by all the mighty Powers above, 
(Sad Fate, that drive? me from the Nymph I love !) 
To try my Fortune on remoter Shores, 
And feek the Gold, thy Sire fo much adores^ 
Perhaps the Planets, unpropitious here. 
In other Climes may kinder Afpedls were ^ 
May lead me where the rocky Diamonds lie. 
Or where the golden Mines may Wealth fupply j. 
If not, the laft fad Plcafure is to die. 



} 



Such was the fatal Vow he raflily made ; 
A fatal Vow, and fatally obeyed ! 
Struck dumb, my Tears the Want of Words fupplyVI j 
His, mixt with mine, increased the pearly Tide ; 
Yet, left I (hould his Refolution (hake, 
He rufh'd away^ and mounted on the Deck : 

'^ His 
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His hafty Crew expand thefwelliaj Sails j ■ -. : : '1 
Strong rolls the Sea before impulfive Gidei^s ... . .1; 
The crooked Keel the frothy Flood divides^ 
Swift flies the Ship, and rufhes thro' the Tides. 

My Lover long my gazing Eyes purfue ^ 
As long my Lover kept me in his View : ^ • 
Reluftantfo, departing Souls prepare, r .. ., . 

To wing their doubtful Flight, theyjmow notvrherei 
Reluftant fo, expiring Bodies lie, :;",., 1^> 

Kor willing thefe to ftay, nor thofe to fly. 

Twice twenty Days I fpent in fruitlefs Tears^, 
Before the fatal Tidings reach'd nay Ears; . ., . 
How Felix, fouling o'er the watry Way, 
Was wreck'd on Rocks, and perifh'd in the Sea. 

! then what Trouble, Grief, and anxious Care, 
Confus'd my Soul, and bent it to Defpair ! r 

1 curs'd the Caufc, that forc'd him to expire ; 

Heav'n ! forgive me, if I curs'd my Sire : ; . 

1 fled his Houfe, and fought the lonely Grove, 
(The gloomy Witnefs of my former Love.) 
Where, once refolv'd to feek the Shades below, 
I drew the Knife, to ftrike the mortal Blow ; 

Till 
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Till Piety the cru^l Thought fuppreft,: 

And check'd thit Roman Courage of my Breaft :^ 

I trembling faw two doubtful Paths ; nor knew. 

Which Path was heft to (bun, or which purfue j, 

Oppofing Paffions in my Bofom ftrove^. 

And Confcienci now prevailed,, and now my Love^ 

As when the Wind and Tide a Conteft make. 
The Sailor, trembling, fees his Veflel (hake ; 
This Way, and that, and both, by Turns reclinM, 
As fwells the Surge, or blows the fuVious Wind : 
So was my Soul with different Notions fway'd,. 
Of this, of that, of both, and all afraid. . 
Ah ! why fhould Mortals of their Reafon boafl:, 
Which moft deferts 'em, when they want it moft ? 
For, when the' troubled Mind's confus'd with Pain, 
'Tis but an Ignis Fatuus of the Brain ; 
Which, if our wand'ring Souls from Virtue ftray. 
But leads us more and more from Viriue^s Way ; 
So led it me to ftem the devious Tide, 
And feek for Death, where wretched Felix dy'd 

Not diftant far, a filhing Veffel flood. 
Nor wholly on the Land, nor in the Flood : 

Arriv'd 



l8a P O B M S 

Arrived to diis, I mwM Jt from tbe 5hore ;' 

And, bentoa Deaths the Tide I now czplontf -M 

Expeding) foon^ the friendly-fvrioaa Wave 

Would pvc my TrotiMcs and myfelf a Orave. 

But, whenlfaw the Billows round me flow» . 

The bouncHe& Side* abore, and Seas below ^ 

Scar'd with the Terrors of the watry Spacer 

I wrapt my Mantle iou4ad.i?iy tfmVou^.Face z \ : ; 

Then lay me down, to all the Dangers blind ;: 

Chance was my Coptpafs^ and my Pilots ffTmL 

Blown here and there, I floated on the Deep, 

Which rock*d my Eyes, but not my Fears, afleep : . . 

For now my dreaming Soul^ in Fancy's Mazei 

A thouland tragic airy Ghofts furveys ; 

Which fluttered round me, and reproaching, faid } 

Die, Coward ! follow Feux to the Shade : 

Why wouldft thou wife to live, now he is dead J 

But when, at length, your friendly Voice I heard^. 

My Vifibn ceased, the Speflres difappear^d. 

Thus have I told, but can't difpel my Care ; 

For who can conquei: Love^ or cure Dejpair f 

Thus fee ;. and thus Capresa fpake again : ^ 

(So was fee call'd^ who Wdk'd her on the Main) 

Uahappy 



} 
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Unhappy Nyaiphi compofe your troubled Mind, 
Nor doubttfae gracious Guide of human Kind : 
That Go09 who fav'd you from the foamy Wave^ 
Will doubtlefs guard the Life, hedeignM to iave^ 
Vouchfafe to take the Coun&l I can lend : 
At Sufa Heaven has blels'd me with a Friend^ 
Much fam'd for Wealthy for pious A^Uons more 5 ^ 
No Hufband, and no Children, but the Poor : 
Let me condud you to het friendly Gate ; 
(Too fmall my Cottage for a Gueft fo great :) 
She will prote^ you from Barbarian Foes, 
With prudentCounfel mitigate your Woes, 
And charm your ruffled Soul to foft Repofe. 

Blest Partner of my Grief I the Damfel faid»^ 
Some Angel furdy fent you to my Aid ; 
For now fomedawning Rays of Hope appear^ . 
That chacp away the Qouds of dark Defpair, 
This Paufe of Pain, and Interval of Grace^ 
Shall be employed in Search of future Peace. 
Then guide and guard me to your noble Friend ^ 
So may you never want tfeis Aid you lend ! 
And, as we travel, deign to let me know. 
To whom fo many Thanks I juftly owe ; 

What 



} 
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What haplefs Fortune caft you on this Laild; 
What Occupation here employs your Hand..' 
Sweet Converfation may fufpend my Care, 
Difpel my Grief, or n>ake it lefs fevere : 
So fhall I eafier reaqh the- npighb'ring Town ; - 
And, lift'ning to your Fate, forget jny awn, . 

Thus Ihc ; and thus 'the penCve Dame replies :.' 
(With briny Drops diftilling from her Eyes) 
Fain would I, lovely Nymph ! fufpend your Care',, 
Difpel your Grief, oi*make it lefs fevere : 
But, were I all my Fortune to explain, 
'Tvvould not alleviate, but increafe your Pain ;• 
For in your Soul fuch Sparks of Nature glow. 
As make you fliarc your Neighbour's Joy or Woc#. 
The Chijiian Faith I fecretly embrace, 
Tho' doom'd to dwell- among a PaganK2Lz6 v 
Trepanum wafted all my Bloom of Life, 
Where long I livM, a Farmer's happy Wife : 
My careful, loving Hufband till'd the Soil, . 
Nor was the Field ungrateful to his Toil : 
For, ev'ry Summer j Ceres crown'd the Plain ; 
Each Autumn fiU'd the Barn with golden Grain :. 



Sa^ 
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So thick the ver4ant Harveft yearly flood, , • 
The Meadows feem'd to groan beiieath their Load, 
Our fleecy Flocks were fruitful of their Young, 
Hail were our Oxet^'and our Horfcs ftrong ; 
Nor did our Kine of milky Produce fail. 
But with diftended U^ers fiU'd the PaiL • 
'Twas then, alas ! how often have I cry'd,. 
I would not wi(h to be a Monarch's Bride ! 
When all around my little Infants came. 
Hung on my Knees, and lifp'd their Mamah Name y 
Or met their Father with the Ev'ning Ray, 
Embrac'd his Neck, and kifs'd his Cares ^uvay. 
Soon as their riper Age could Labour bear,. 
We fent 'em. forth to feed the fleecy Care ^ 
Where often have we fpent the Summer^ s Day, 
Chami'd to bohold. the wanton Cattle's Play, 
What Pleafurc 'twas to fte .the Skipping Lambs ? 
What Mufic, when they bleated for their Dams ? 
We thought our Joy^ could never, be increas'4 V ■ 
Love, Peace, and Plenty join'd to make us blefs'd^ 
But fee how Fortune holds her fickle )R.eign I 
Sheraifesup, to tumble downaga^ni . ; ^ 

For now our Thread of Happinefs was fpun j . . 

The Gains of twenty Years were loft ia one.. 

. ■ ' * 

'Twas 
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'Twas in the Seafon, when the verdant Mead^ 

Begins to aflc the Mower's crooked Blade ^ 

Before the Wheat receives a yellow Stain^ 

Or milky Juice is hardened into Grain j 

A Gale of P(nfon baleful EuRus caft ; 

The vernal Produft ficken'd with the Blaft ; 

Our Meadows ftraight a faffron Scene difclofc^ 

Our infant Apples quit the blighted Boughs ; 

Peafe, Wheat, and Barley, wither'd in the Fields^ 

And Nature one abortive Harveft yields: 

Nor ftopt it here j the flying Plague began 

To fpread the Bane in Breafts, and thence to Mant 

Firft dy^d our Sheep upon the rufiet Plain^ 

Next fweird our Oxen with a fatal Blain j 

Here tumbles-, o'er her Meat, the moping. Cow ) 

There drops the; pandhg Horft befbre AePltnighi, ' 

At length the dire Contagioa fpnead fo^ mde». ; - ; ' 

My Virgin Children made the Tomb their Bride* 

This Nature bore — But when our Landlord fenC 

His Officers^ to feize my Lord for Rent ; 

And he, to fiiun the Prifon, flies the Shore, 

Lifts on the Sea, to tug the laboring Oar 5 

I wept, I rav'id, I cuirs'd thefealtful Air j • ' 

And fled my native Land^ but not my Care. /• 

Thus, 
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Thus, baniih'd here, a Widow, and a Wife, 

Cond^n'd to fuffer not enjoy a Life, 

I toil for thofe, who catch the finny Prey ; 

The Toils are great, but very fmall the Pay ! 

Their fcaly Fry to Market oft I bear. 

Oft in the Ocean wafli their thready Snare ; 

And then was wafliing, when, with great Surprize, 

You, and your floating Veffcl, met my Eyes. 

Now Heav'n defend us both I the Nymph rcply'd j 
And can fuch Rage ixiChrifiian Minds refide I 
What, could the curft, inhuman Tyrant wreft 
Thy tender Huiband from thy loving Breaft, 
When all thy Wealth was loft, thy Children dead ? 
O f^rtui/ Virtue/ whither art thou fled ? 
Why muft loch Evils on the Guiltkfe flow ^ . 
Ye Heav'ns I ia Innocence rewarded lb -^ 

So i^ke the Nymph ; her Friend no more replies ^ 
For now P&iscu.la*s Dome attra£b their Eyes ; 
Approaching to her friendly Gate, they found 
The gen'rous Lady dealing Alma around 
To needy Souls, a haplefst helplels Crowds 
Who daily blc&M her Hand for'daily Food ! ^ 

When 
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When ihus Capresa : Hail^ for ever blefi'd f 
Tis Godlike thus to fuccour the Diftrefs'd : 
Yet none of thefe, who claim your Chrijiian Aidy 
Deferves it more than this unhappy Maid ; 
Who once was blefs'd with Fame and Riches toO;^ 
Tho' fickle Fortune now is turn'd her Foe j 
Unlike the Mendicants, who daily fliare 
Yxmr friendly Bounty, ai>d maternal Cace»- 

To whom the Lady, with a gracious Look^ 
That feem'd to breathe Compaffion, while {he fpoke i 
Sure Decency forbids, a Gueft fo great . . 
Should, undiilinguifh'd, with the Vulgar eat*. 
No ; deck my Table with the choiceft Fare; 
The Nymph, with me, a kind Repaft (hall Ihare ;. 
For, by her Looks, if Truth may be divin'd. 
That lovely Body cloaths a lovely Mind. . . - • 

She ftid, and Constance low Obeifarice made ; ' 
Then gladly follow'd, where Priscilla led. 
Within the Gate a fpacious Jloom ihe found, 
Whofe Walls were beaaitify'd with Tap'ftry found j 
Where pious Tales appeared, fo lively wrought. 
The Work fcem'd vitaV^and theFigurcis Thought.;. 

Here, 



^ 
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Here, in the Shade, the Jewijh Patriarch flood, . .. 
Feafting the Sons of Heav'n with earthly Food; 
While, there, the good Samaritan confeft 
His Kindnefs, and rcproach'd the cruel Prie/l i 
With many more, a charitable Band, 
The (kilful Labour of Priscilla's Hand. 

Hither the Dame convey'd a fweet Repaft ? 
Rich Meats, and rofy Wines the Tables grac'd : 
They eat, they drank, in pleafmg Converfe join'd ; 
And chear'd at once the Body and the Mind. 
The Call of Nature being foon fuppreft. 
Thus fpakc the Lady to her youthful Gueft, 

Say, lovely Stranger ! (for I teng to know ; 
So may propitious Heav'n remove thy Woe !) 
Whence thus reduc'd ? By Famine, Sword, orFire? 
What Sire thy Beauty boafts, what Land thy Sire ? 
Perhaps fome Princefs, banifh'd from her Home, 
Thus condefcends to grace my ruftic Dome : 
If fo, I greatly fear, my homely Fealt 
Has been unworthy of my Royal Gueft, 
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She (aid,, the Nymph unfolds her Tale again ; 
The prudent Dame attempts to foothe her Pain, 
And thus repl/d : Tho' weighty are your Woes, 
The weightieft III, with Patience, lighter grows : 
Then bear with Patience all that Heav'n defign'd, 
Whofe Ways are jifft, tho' difficult to find, 
Planned foe the gen'ral Good of human Kind. 
God's Paths in winding Mazes often lie. 
Too intricate for feeble Rcafon's Eye j 
Moft regular, when in Confufion loft ; 
Moft conftant, when they feem to vary molL 
Perhaps his Mercy forc'd you thus to roam. 
To fhun a more unhappy Fate at home 5 
For with one Evil he removes a worfe, 
And bleffes oft with what we think a Curie. 
Then let your Soul at Fortune not repine j 
But truft in HcavVs Prote<3:ion, next, in mine : 
In me you ftill (hall find a faithful Friend, 
With whom^ in Time, your Troubles all may end ; 
But, fince you now are harrafsM out with Woes, 
Refrelh your weary Soul with fweet Repofe ; 
And when you wake, at Morning, may you find 
Heaven's balmy Comfort heal your wounded Mind f 
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Thus chear'd^ the Nymph ofafequiouly withdreWs 
jf^nd bath'd ker Cares in Sleep's rcfreflung Dew i 
Till Phobbus, riiing from the Shades of Nighty 
With rofy Keys unlocked the Gatea of light : 
Bright as his Beams^ arole the beauteous Maid \ 
And, to her Patronefs returning,, £ud : 

What Thanks, piropitious Lady I ih»U I givt 
For all the Godlike Bounties I receive ? 
O ! let my Silence thank you y for I know, 
Word$ can't exprffs- the gratitude I owe* 

To whom replies the venerable Dame : 
No other Thanks, but Gratitude I claim : 
The Terms of Charity are never hard. 
Love and Compaffion are their own Reward : 
A Soul, that fuccours Virtue^ when diftrefty 
Can with Refledtion make a noble Feaft ; 
Which iiouriflxes the Mind, and overpays 
A gen'rous Deed with felf-approvbg Praiie* 

Such was their Converie, till domeftic Care 
Invites PRISCIU.A from the youthful Fair $ 

Who 
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Who fat in penfivc Solitude, and ftrove 
To foften, or fufpend the Pains of Love. 
At length the Linen* on her Knee flie fprcad. 
And with her Needle markM the docile Thread. 
Young Thisbb's Fate (he firft began to frame; 
But foon commits her Labour to the Flame : 
Next drew (he Hero fmking in the Main ; 
Then raz'd the finifh'd Image out again ; 
' Both thefe difplcas'd her, tho' judicious Art, 
And Rays of Nature (hone in evVy Part. 
At length her own unhappy Tale {he chofc. 
And lively paints the Scene*oPall herWoea : 
Her charming Felix firft the Linen grac'd j 
By whom her Father, frowning ftcrn, (he plac'd : 
Her Lover's Parting next to thefe appears j ' ' 
(But, weeping here, (he foil'd her Work with Tears) 
Next, on the Seas, (he drew his floating Ship ; 
Next, her own Boat, flow-wand'ring on the Deep : 
By thefe flic fixM Capresa on the Strahd, 
Who wakM herfilft, and welcom'd her to Land : 
The good Triscilla laft employ'd her Art, 
Whofe Afpcft fpoke the Bounty of her Heart j 
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Her friendljr,Roof^ -ftJRcfugc for the Poor, 1 ' 

The JJorn of Plenty, pendent o'er the Door, > 

Diffuflng Bleffings ftill, and ilill increafing more. J ^ 

All thefe confeft fuch Besiuty, Skill, and Care, 

Not Helen better wove tbe Tryan War, 

While- Hector, Paris, and their. ManiJ Tisaio^ [ , 

^jth Grecian Heroes bauled on the Plain, 

Here let us leave the lovely "Nymph a-while,^ 
To pafs her tedious Hours in pleaCng Toll : 
Her abfent Lover now my Song purfues, 
Wbofe valiant Deeds xequire a nobler Mu(e» 

Swift-pinion'd Fame, which often babbling' 
flies 
To bear the unwelcome Truths, and oftner Lies, 
Had fpread the du^lile Error far and wide. 
How wand'ring Felix petiih'd in the Tide, 
Sut Felix fofely reach'-d the Tkunic Port, 
And fooD arrived ,to Honours in the Court : 
His Wifdora there ihe wifeft Peers cxceiri ; 
His Valour more furpais'd *em in the Field* 
When firft he to the Royal Palace came. 
An Accident occurM to ralfe hii Fame : 
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A noble Lord there was, of great Renown, 
RebellM againft the King, and claim'd his Crown 5 
Great Preparations made he for the Fight ^ * 
Nor lefs the Monarch, to defend his Right ; 
But fummon'd all, to meet the daring Foe, • 
Whofe Strength could wield a Sword, br bend a Bow; 
And promised to reward their Martial Care,' 
With Honours equal to their Deeds in War. - 

Now rings the Region with the Foe's Alarms, 

Terrific {hines the Field with burnifh'd Arms ^ 

The Martial Trumpet, founding from afar, 

With dreadful Notes, proclaims approaching War. 

The Royal Army valiant Felix join*d j 

Intrepid Courage animates his Mind : 

Fix'd in the Front, the Foe he bravely dares^' 

Like Pallas prudent, and as bold as Mars* 

Say, Mufe, what Goddefs, that tremendous Hour, 

Aided the Youth with fuch unufual Pow'r ? ' 'i 

Bright Venus, confeious of the Lover's Smart, 

Sharpen'd bis Sword, and pointed cv*ry Dartc [ 

Fierce, as a Lion, thro' the Lines he fpruiig, ■ 

And forc'd his Foes, like trembling Stags ^ong> 

- f- 

As 



I 



on feveral Occajioiu. aor 



- As when refiftlefs Winds rufh o'er the Deep, 
And from its Anchor force the driving Ship, 
Or furioufly againft the Woodland roar ; 
The leafy Harveft, tumbling, flies before : 
So rufli'd the Hero on the advcrfe Band, 
So fled the Legions from his powerful Hand % 
Till foon the rebel Lord he Pris'ner made. 
And to the King his captive Prize conveyed. 

Now reaps the Youth the GJory of his Toil j 
To him the Monarch gives the Martial Spoil, ^ - • ^ 
Rewards his Valour with a noble Poft, 
And makes him firft Commander of his Hoft, -•* 

Thus, quickly Felix gain'd a deathlefs Name; 
Thus, was his Labour crown'd with Wealth and Fame 
But Wealth and Fame infipid -Things appear; 
To give them Tafte, he wants the lovely Fair ; 
The lovely Fair, oppreff with equal Grief, 
To make her happy, wants the glorious Chief., 

His Fame, which foon at Suja was reveal'd, 
(Heroic Aftions feldom lie conceal'd) 



With plcafing Wonder ftruck Gonstantia's Ears, 
And fili'd her doubtful Soul with Hopes and Fears ; 
Fof, tho* the wife Priscj>lla often ftrove 
With prudent Xounfcl to fupprefs her Love 4 
Her Love w^i only leflen'd, not fupprcft^ 
iBiit glows again, again diftra^ her Bre^ 

As when, in rural Cots, the Flames aljiii?. 
And labVing Peafan^s ^uenc)i tlic mounting Fm 
If <Jhance a latent Spark remain behind. 
In heapy Afhes, fannM with ambient Wind ^ 
The Fires again, with former Fury, rife, 
JFlame thro' the Roof, and flalh into the Skies : 
So in her Bofom glows the amorous Fire, 
And fills ixer tender Soul with foft Defire. 
.And. is my F£ux yet alive ? ihe.fays; 
And is he crown'd with Wealthy and deathlefs Praife'f 
.No, no ; I fear. the flatt'ring Tale deceives; 
JVlethinks I fee him plunging in the Waves. 
.Ah ! why, ye Heav'ns, areiecblc Mortals cur^. 
In Things uncertain, to believe the Worft ? 
:Ko J rather let.me fee the Thunk Court ; 
There, with my Eyes, confirm the blcft Report : 
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Hope flics before, and points the pleafing'Way \ 
Love urges on, and Love I nnift obey. 

So faying, toPmsciLt^vftraight flic came. 
And with her Thoughts acquaints thr pious Damt > 
'I'he pious Dame, with tender Pity fway'd, 
Approves the Paffion of the loving Maid ; 
And, with CapR£SA, guards her to the Pl^ice^ 
Refolv'd hcrfclf to view the Hero's Face, 
The Hero meets ^cm at the Regal Gate, 
ArrayM in Armour formidably great \ 
For on diat Morning, by the King's Comimnd^. 
The Chief waa to review die Martial Band ': 
Nis ftudded Chariot darted Splentfor rouhd^ 
His ftatdy Courfers, ncighing^^pawM the Ground ; 
The nodding Plumes around his Temples vavt,. 
With awful Grace,, and beautifully brave. 
He knew th* approaching Nymph 5 but, in Surprizof . 
The joyous Stream defcended from his £ye& : 
The Nymph beheld the weeping Chief; norkncw^. 
For what he wept, nor whom fhe came to yievr : » 
His Martial Drefs,, befpangled o'er with Gold^ . 
The dreadful ff^arrior^ not the Ldvcr^ tofd ;. 

K-j Bur,. 
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But, when kc caft the Helmet from his Head, 
And thro' the Gates the blufhing Damfcl led ; 
She knew her Lover, clafp'd him to her Breaft, 
While filent Eloquence her Joy confeft : - 
The confcious Pains an abfent Lover bears, 
Dcfpair^ fallacious Hope^ and anxious FearSy 
For Want of Words, were painted with their Tears. 
And when, at length, their cryftal Sluices ceas*d. 
The joyful Hero thus the Nymph addrcfs*d : 

Ye Gods ! and have I then my Charmer found I 
And arc my Labours thus completely crowned ! 
Yes ! let me clafp thee to my longing Arms, 
Drink in thy Breath, and feed upon thy Charms* 
As widow'd Turtle*^, roving round the Fields, 
^rhro' all the fruitful Stores, which Nature yields, 
Curft in the midft of Plenty, cannot eat; 
But ftarve, lamenting for their abfent Mate ! 
Thus have I been with Fame and Riches graced % 
Yet wanted thee to give my Riches Tafte, 
But fay, how came this Wealth I wanted moft ? 
What brought my Love to this Barbarian Coaft ? 



Hs 



He faid ; and now the joyful Damfel fpake j 
The Dangers whith (he fuffer'd for his fake ; . 
Shews hith' thef foaftie, whofound hfefon the Tide ; 
Priscilla too, who all herWants fupply*d : 
Then, proftrate, on her Knees before him bends. 
And begs him to reward her faithful Friends. 
The grateful Chief, by native Goodnefs fway'd. 
Embraced 'em l5oth, and foon the Nyfnph obey* J*; ' 
But firft before' his' royal Mafter^came, * 
And begs lie niay refign liis Pcft of Fame : 
At which the Monarch frowns with awful Eyes'j 
Till Felijc ftraight, who faw his Pafliqn rife^ 
Falls on the Ground, and to his Mafter (hows 
The various Scene of all his am'rous Woes. 
This heard, the King refumes his former Grace ; 
Lovetun'd his Soul, and fmooth'dhis ruffled Face : 
He rais'd the Hero, bids the Nymph appear j 
The Nymph appi*6ach'd him with a modeft Fear ; 
Before his aweful Throne, fubmifs,' Ihe fell^ 
And to him ftraight unfolds th' amazing Tale. 
Mute, on the Ground, a-while he fix'd his Eyes ; 
Then, Is the Force of Love f6 great ? he cries : 

. ■ • ■ J .'-■' • .■ : ..=../ 
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We falfcly JdiBin *iB World's Commajwlcr caH > 
Thou^ mightier Monarch,. Live I commaodeft All : 
Younjj AMMON*s.Self could not thy Pow'r cqtdmtf 
The ff^orU hh SubjciSl was, but Hi ^2L%tbifu^ 

Then, fmiling, thus he cbear'd the trembling Fait^ 
Henceforward^ lovely Nymph, difmifs thy Care y 
9''or,rfince thy Love h^s conquej^'d Wind and Sea^^ 
Curft be the King,, that's crueller than: they \ 
Let HvMEKilraight confirm the Marri^e Tied^ 

Thou juftly baft dcferv'd the Nuptial Prizc^ 

This feid, be crown'd the Hero's MartiaT Carer 
With Riches, far fupcrior tp the Fair : 
Cue Thanks teturn'di they to Pjshscilla camc^ 
BeAowinr Gifts and Honours on the Dami^ : 
Capresa next^ with Ag^ ^"^ Labour worn>, 
In comely Robes thp^ grateful Pair adorn 9 
With ampk Wealth her former Blifs reftor'*d>, 
And from the Seas redeemed; her Nuptial Lord. -^ 
Her Nuptial Locdi again enjoys his Wife, 
i^gain delightful Freedom crowns his Life ^. 
Till Nature calls him to r.efign his Breath, 
lAl^unourAbl/s AgQ>. and pe¥;efiil Deaths. 

Tmsj 
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s Tnisionef tbe'lemng.G>upte quit theShore^^ 
S h3 jcjrfully the (Icfiin*d Port explore ; 
Wh9e fportive Ni^aEiDs vound their Veflel pJay^ 
And wanton Cussi>s hail them on their Way>; 
Rough Thttis' Self aflumes-^a pleafing Smile^ 
Glad to return them to their native Soil ; 
■\Vherc (acred HviMEi^f joined their mutual Hands, 
And Heav.'n', indulgent^ blefsM their Nuptial Bands* 
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AdJOANNEMMILTONUM. 

r^E D Ey Meles ; ceJat deprejfa Mincius urna j 

Sebttus Tassum definat ufque loqui : 
At Thamefis viSior cunSlh ferat alitor undas ; 
Nam per te J Milto, par tribus unus erit* 

Epigraznma J0AMNI8 SAtsiLLi Romu^* 



Xhus Imitated. 

LE T Mincia now in humble Waves fubfide ; 
The Mantuan Swan "no more fupports his Pride; 
No more let Meles bbaft of Homer's Lays ; 
No more Sebetus murmur Tasso's Praife : 
Since Thames czn glory in our Milton's Name, 
Thames {hall be equal to them all in Fame* 
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An Imitation of the Tenth Ode of the 
Second Book of Yio'BiKtY.. 

Re£ius vivesj L i c i n i, neque altum 
Semper urgendo^ &c. 

To the Right Hon. the Lord Vifcount Palmerston. 

IF we, my Lord, with eafy Strife, 
Would pafs the fickle Tide of Life j 
We muft not always rafhly fail 
With ev'ry light, inconftant Gale j 
Nor yet, at ev'ry Surge that roars. 
Too tim'rous feek the craggy Shores* 
The Man who keeps the Gtf/dSm ^i?tf;7» 
Where raging Storms are feldom feen, . 
Avoids the dang'rous Rocks and Pools, 
That fright the Wife, and fwallow Fools : 
He's ne'er defpis'd among the Crowd, 

Nor envy'd in the Court j 
But fteers between the Bafe and Proud, ^ 

To gain the peaceful Port. 

> While 
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While lofty Spires and Cfedars fall. 

Storm-beaten, tx> the Plain, 
The lowly Shrub, and: humbk Wall, 

Arc Proof to Wind and Rain ; 
4:nd Lightniags.guiltleis o'^r the Cottage By i, 
iiut (hfiitc th' aiiibicious Hills, that,,tow.'rin^, thceafe 
the Sky.. 

Tk« ftcadyMind; thatVtruljigreat^ 
Surveys, unmov'd, the Turns of Kate iz 
IS Wealth and Fame his Pride incrcafe^ 

His Fears their.Force controul j. 
If advcrfc Fortune would deprefs,, 

Hope elevates ins Soul.;-. 
Becaufe he knows,, the EowV who bringSK 
The TVinfir with ks dreary Wings^ 
Can make the vernal Beauties grow, 
And turn our. Woe to Blife^ or Blift to Woe*, 
If Aow.cn anxious. Gares you fcod, 
A fcaft of Joy. may foon fuccccd. 
To ,chear your penfive Mind, 
With Times, our Temj>crs vary round 'y 
Vothing immutable is found,. 

£ut all to C)iange inclined.. 



•a" 



TW 



an finerd Oc^afictttk ftx» 

Tho' Pope with Illnefs oft complains. 
Pope i» net akvajrs- rack'd with Psnnt ;, 

Butj/warm'a with Phoebus* Tire',. 
Sometimes he wakes the fieepin^, Strings 
Qr bids the fileAt Mlife^ fii>g,. 

And charms, us with. his Lyre^. 

©UR Life's at bcftj a cheqaer'dx5ccne. 
Of Health and Sicknefs, Mirth and Spleen*^: 
Yet, fmcewe^dlnauftftern this Sea,. 
Where C^lm and Temped dwell ; 
Grieve not to fteer the deftin!d Way,, 

But ftrive to pafs it welt :- 
If adverib Stoim^ begiii to rave,. 
Serenely view the foaming Wave^ 
Collededin.youxfelf,. and reiblutefy brav«w 
Or, .if yoitfind indulgent Gales 

Impel the Bark too faft> 
Wifely contcafl: the fwielfing Sails^. 

And check their rapid Hafle ; 
Left, in your ^ift Carei^r, the Ship 
SjtjUton^ Rock> and ilnk beneath the Deep» 
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An IMITATION 

Of the Sixteenth Ode • 

Of the Second Book ^ H o R a, c e. 

• ■ ■ " / 

Ottum Divos rogat In patenti 
Prenfus -^geo, ^c 

r. 

TH E trembling Merchant begs for Eafe, 
When toft upon the- foaming Seas j 
When frowning Clt»uds obfcure the Skies, 
And dreadful Thunder roars, and Lightning flies* 

II. 
For Eafe the proud Iberians pray^ 
When Martial Engines round 'em play i 
The niight^ 2Vi^, and Per/tan Xoo^ 
Beg Heav'n for Eafe, which Riches can't beftow. 
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m. 

Not filver Mines, or (hining Gold, 
Nor all the Gems the Indies hold j 
Nor purple Rgbes, nor pompous State^ 
Can cure the fluttering Cares, which vex the Great* 

IV. 
Happy the Man, whofe frugal Board 
Supplies the Wiflies of its Lord ; 
No Fears torment his quiet Breaft, 
No fordid Av'ricc breaks his grateful Reft. 

v. 

Why ihould we fo much Wealth dcfire. 
When Life fo little will require i 
Why fhould we rove from Zone to Zone, 
And for another Climate change our own I 

VI. 

Not thofe, who fly from Pole to Pole, 
Can fly the Cares, which rack the Soul ; 
But, in remoteft Regions, find. 
They leave their Country, not thcmfelves behind. 



vn. 

For, tho* we ciofs the briny Deep^. 
Corroding Cure pctrfues the Ship ', 
It hunts the Horfeman clofe behind. 
More fwift than Mountain Roes^ or rapid WiihI^ 

The Man,, contented with hi9^State^ 
Anticipates no evil Fate ; 
Tho' Fortune is inconftant ftill, 
With what is good, he fwcetens what is UL. 

The Draught of Lifeismixt, atbeft;. 
There's none can be completely Weft i.- 
Some overlive their Plcafures here; 
Somedie, before they tafte what PJeafures are^ 

X. 
Age, Wars, and Tumults, fa£lious Hate^ , 
Made * CoTTJKGTDN defirc bit Fate ; 
While tender t SH*mj&Li> rneec^ hi» Dooot- 
Juft in the Flow'r of Life, and youthful Bloosow. 

•■ See CLAiKNDeN's Hiftorjr, W. i^, 
'f f<atc Duke of Bitekir.glam^. 
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All make their Bxk (bon or late ; 
And, if the Gods contraft thy Date, 
•The ^taJ EfoiiT> denyM to thee, 
Tlicic more indulgent Hand may give to me*. 

XIL 

What tho*' thjr fiuitftil Pafturea &ee^ 
A hundred Flocks of bleating Sheep ^ 
What tho* thy proud, exulting Marcs 
Neigh, foam, and fly before thy gilded Cais^Z 

xiir. 

Thr Bo^rd tho* twenty Difties grac^ 
Thy Coat as many Yards o£ Lace,. 
lenvynoC the purple Dye,. •* - **- 

ISw all thy gaiidy Pomp of Luxury.. - * \*'-^^ -'*** * * 

I iiiare fomc Sparks of Fnovmt' Ki^** ^^^l - ■ '^ 
To warm my Bttaft^ If «ot infpifri *^ - • - * 
Too little WjB^th tt> ra^t mc proad", 
4Ui4 &cnk enough to (torn tbeenvious Crowd.. 



2i6 P O ; E M ^S 

^/^ I M I T A T I O N 

Of th :Sixtecnth O ri k* 
Of the Third Book tf H o r a. c e. 

Inclufam D A N A E n tun is ahenea^ 
Robujiaque foreSy &c. - 

To the Rtverend Mr. ST A NL E T. 

BELIEVE me, Sir, your Coft and Cares, 
Your Dogs and Locks, your Bolts and Bars, 
Your Palifades, and Walls of Brafe, 
Are all too weak, when Gold attacks the Place* 
AbrazenTow'r AcRisius rear'd; 
A brazen TowV, he thought, would guard 
His Daughter from the leach'rous Arms 
Of thofe who nightly fought her Charm$ 5. 
While furly Maftiff* watch'd. thje Danfi^. 
And thundering, told if Lovers came : 
Thefekept the Nymph from Gods and Men, 
Not Jove himfdf cpjuld enter in.; 
Till Venus (wondrous to behold.!) .^ . 
Transform'd hisGodlbip intP GqW, v . 

f • ^ . . . ^■ . ' - • ^ 
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O Stanley, Stanley ! Gold has Pow'r • 

The fterneft Heart to move, 
To burft the Wall, or pierce the Tow'r, 

Impervious ev'n to Jove. 
Gold can the fubtleft Head deceive. 

Or Peace, or War can bring. 
Buy Votes, raife Gallic Arms, and give 

The Polanders a King* 
AP OLLO knew the Force of Gold, 
When Philip's Martial Fate he thus foretold i 
«' The fharpeft Lance of Steel may err, 

*' So may the fureft Bow 5 
*' But know, O King, the Golden Spear 

*« Will vanquiih ev'ry Foe." 
The God's Advice the Prince purfu'd ; 
He fought with Gold, and Gold fubdu'd 5 
Whence fome Hiftorians fay, 'twas ihis^ 
And not young Ammon'^ Father, conquered Graci^ 
Gold has an.abfolute Command ', 
It rules at Sea, as well as Land : 
For, when two adverfe Fleets engage. 
And fiery TubesNdifplodc their Rage ; 
A Bribe can make their Thunder ceafe. 
And hulh the watry World to Peace. 

Yet, 
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Yet, notwitbftanding all Its /arce« 
It often brings the greateft Curfe4 
Vexatious^ Cares and Difcontents 

Increafing Gold attend ;. 
Dcfires enlarge, as Wealth augnientSy 
For Av'ricc knows no End. 
We labour up ^ golden Hill with Pain ) 
But nt*Qr furmount the iow'Tm^jf/ps of Gaiiv 

Stav&bt, Boaoarof my &fufe I 
I fear, an^ juftly fear, ' 

To fteer the Courib Ambition fheW9> 
Or foar -beyond my Sphere* 
Hc^s poor, who always after Wealth a^iret (. 
He's rich) who always curbs hh owxvCkftres^ 

1 more admire an humble 'Seat, 

Than all the Ponript, which vex the Great |. 
And from their gilded Roofs retisc» 
Oi IJis Banlcs to tune my Lyrr. 
1ft this Retreat Tm nobkr bteft'iJ^ 

Then Croesus e'er could be. 
Than if (like Mifcrs) I poflefsU 



While 



^Whilc favoured by the tdft of jQuoens, 

Who all my Wants fupplies ; 
While fragrant Groves, and flovr^ry Scenes^ 
Delight my Mufe's Eyes j 
My Fate a far ftiperior Bkifing brings, 
STliaii all tke. Pageantry of En/iem^M^ • 

What tho* no Flocks, on jR/Vfow^«^ Plain, 

With Fleeces deck my Pride ? 
What tho' I feldom drink Champapitj 
OrquaflF the purple Tide ? 
If thelq I wanted, were your Bard to afk, 
K know, your gen'roui Soul would fend a C^. 

a M AKC my Wants and Wealth agrcc^ 
.1 pay my Debts no worfc than he, 
Who o'er .the Seas extends his Reign, 
^And adde all &idjy to Spain. 
'Who covets moft, is moft in Need, 
And always rides a ceftlels Steed, 
'Which foams, and flies without Controul, 
Still fecks, but^ne'^ obtains the Goal. 
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Then happy thofe, v/hom H6av*n has blefs'd. 

With what may Life fuftain 5 
Nor are with pinching Want deprefs'd. 
Nor curft with too much Gain : 
For boundlefs Wealth ne'er fills a boundlcfs Mind ^ 
The Man who ftill purfues, is dill behind. 



Felix^ qui patriis ovum tranfegit in agriSj 

Ipfa domus puerum quern videiyipfafenem^ &c. 

Imitated from C l a u p i a n. 
I. 

HO W blcfs'd the Swain of Bethnal-green^ 
Who ne'er a Court beheld. 
Nor ever rov'd beyond the Scene 
Of his paternal Field I 

II. . 

But, where he prov'd the Go-cart's Aid, 
He prov'd the Crutch's too ; 
One only Houfe his Manfion made, ^ 

Till Life (tho' late) withdrew. 

r. , 4 : in. 



m. 

•False Fortune ne'^r> with Spjile or Frown, 
Orrais'dhim, ordepreft; : .. . i . .. *' 

•Her Frowns and Smiles were both unknown . 
To his contented Breaft, .. 

IV. 

The Chance of Stocks he never try'd, ' 

Nor knew to buy or fell ; 
5o 'fcap'd the dreadful golden Tide, * 

Where South-Sea Merchants : fell. 

V, 

Skill'd in no Bufinefs but hfs own, 

He fhunn'd the noily Bar ; 
l^or ever prov'd the fmoky Town, 

But breath'd a purer Air. 

VL 

Nor by a Lord Mayor*$ I>ay^ he knew , : 

The rolling Year to bpund i 
Nor kept an Almanack ta^ihew 

How Seafons vary'd rouud. 

VU, 
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VfL 

He Sfrmf»i^4nieW'l>y Heat ei^trem^ 

The Jrtnter hy its Cold:; 
Pomona 'flicwM'Wken ifaifibrmjy came» 

When Bpringy gay Fxcra toii 

vih; 

^E planted once an .Acorn iqiaH» 

And liv'd to iee it rifi^ 
A mighty Oak, .fo i^cmd^fous :jtaU> 

it ftem'd to ptoprthe Skies. 

IK, 
iAKD) by the Shade its Branches cifiy 

Could he much truer know9 
What Hour, and how hi* Moments ,p^ 

Than by the Clock of Bow. 

Tho* Londott^ooi fonear his Cot, 
Hd never marked the Dome:; 

Sut thought St. Paurf as' far remote. 
As PfUr'j Chwch VLtJRom^ 



XL 
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Of Ifts he was only told. 

But ne'er beheld her Streams % 
Kor knew, but that the Ganges roll'd 

Near as the neighboring Thames. - ^'^\ 

. \, • *' 
XIL 

Of Jellies, Creams, Ragous, and Tarts^ . 

His Stomach never thought^ ' « 

A perfe<a Stranger to the Arts . . 

Luxurious Cooks have taught I . 

XIII. 

Yet, with a fimple Food fupply'd. 

His Health was fo entire. 
That when his antient Children dy*d. 

They left a youthful Sire, 

XIV. 

liET Others fearch for golden Blifs 

On Indians wealthy Shore g 
Their Joys of Life are lefs than his. 

Their Labours ten times more. 

L ^i 
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Of FRIENDSHIP. 

7(7 C E I. I A. 

OCelia! You, whofe Kzys of frii?ulfy Fire^ 
Conftant as thofe of Nature, ne'er expire i 
If in your Breaft no weighty Cares you find. 
Nor better Thoughts employ your genVous Mind ; 
Vouchfafe an Ear : Thefe Numbers are your Due^ 
I fing of Friendjhip^ and I fing to Tou : 
Friendjhip ! a Theme, which all Mankind profefe. 
No Virtue more admire, none pra£life lels^ 
For moft have learned the Grecian * Sage's Text, 
•* To love one Day, as if to hate the next/* 
They change, forfake, as ferves their felfifh Ends, 
Nor are their Drefles vary'd more than Friends. 

You therefore, who are worthy Friendfhip's Name^ 
Jkmi cheriih in your Breaft the genuine Flame^ 

* 

Attend 
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Attend to what a faithful Mufe imparts, 
' A Mufe unpra^Sii'd in fallacious Arts : 

Tho' young in Life, that Life has made her know, 

A friendly Afpecl oft conceals a Foe ; 

That, tho' fo many fceming Friends abound, 
i For one that's true, a thou(knd folfc arc found. 

When firft you ftrive a faithful Friend to find, 
Explore the fccret Motives of his Mind 5 
Nor, raihly credulous, his Friendfhip truft. 
Before you know, what Paffion rules him moft': 
But, as a Horfeman checks the Courfer*s Speed, 
'Till he has try'd the Temper of his Steed; 
So check the Reins of Friendfhip, till you prove. 
What f ways the Perfon, Intereft, or Love. 

AvjOID the Fop impertinently vain, 
j And {hun the Slave, who flatters you for Gain ; 
^ Beware of him, who fells you for a Jeft ; 
f^ But, moft of all, beware the leaky Breafi : 
(Who hopes to keep the Wine the Seafon round, 
Muft firft be fure his Cafk be fweet and found) 
Nor fhould a formal Fool your Friendfhip claim, 
Tho' Wealth and Honours dignify bis Name. 

L2 Let 
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Let Knaves and Fools in kindred Vices join ; 
Chufe you a Friend, where Senfe and Virtue flune ; 
Whofe Paflions move by Reafon's Rule alonc» 
Much better, if agreeing with your own. 
The Hart and Lion at a Diftance keep ; 
Wolves company with Wolves, and Sheep with Shefep: 
So we, by Nature's fympathetic PowVs, 
Moft love thofe Tempers, that refemble ours. 

Yet, if it be too dilEcult to find 
A Friend fo juftly moulded to your Mind, 
Among the virtuous Few feleft the beft ; 
And fuch is he, whofe Failings are the leaft : 
' Let him a modeft Freedom always claim. 
To praife your Virtues, or your Vices blame; 
Nor be difpleas'd his mild Reproof to hear ; 
For Frifends may often kindly be fevere ; 
The Beft fometimes each other may controul. 
Yet not deftroy the Harmony of Soul. 
Rough Notes in Mufic never (hould be found. 
Except adapted to improve the Sound. 

When mutual Faith the friendly Knot has ty'd. 
And when that mutual Faith is truly try'd, 

4 Prey 
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Prey not upon yourfelf ; nor be oppreft 

With confcious Pains, that ftruggle in your Bread ; 

For, as the Flames, in Mtna clofely pent, 

Convulfe the Mountain, lab'ringfor a Vent y 

Thus in the Soul uneafy Thoughts confin'd. 

For want of Paffage, rack the fuft^'ring Mind. 

Unveil your Bofom to your other Part ; 

Your Friend fliall Ihare the Burden of your Heart, 

Alleviate cv'ry 111 your Soul fuftains, 

Double your Pleafures, and divide your Pains. 

Be zealous for your Friends, whene'er you know 
Their Reputation cenfur'd by a Foe ; 
Nor with a faint Excufe degrade your Friends ; 
The Man, who coldly praifes, difcommends. 
Or, are they juftly cenfur'd for a Crime ? 
Reprove them mildly at fome proper Time : 
In private chide all Failings which you find. 
In public praife the Beauties of their Mind ; 
Place all their Virtues in the cleareft Light, 
Gmit their Faults, or touch them very flight ; 
As Painters, when they draw a beauteous Fac(?y 
Contra^ a Blemifh, heighten ev'ry Grace. 

L 3 N£ITH£R 
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Neither let Paffion, Pride, or private Ends, 
Or changing Fortune, make you change your Friend?. 
Who varies oft, a faithlefs Temper Ibows, 
Or, at the bcft, ill Judgment, when he chofe* 
Some Perfons with themfelves fo difagrec, 
TheyVe fix'd to nothing but Inconftancy ; 
With each new Day, new Refolutions come^ 
Expel the former, and ufurp their Room : 
Suceeding Billows thus the foremofb throngs 
Tides roll on Tides, and Waves urge Waves aIong» 
Not but we may with a new Friend engage, 
.Before we fee an x)ld one quit the Stage j 
Yet (hould not think the new our old exceeds. 
As * Jockeys value moft their youngcft Steeds. 
One Maxim will in Wine and Friendfliip hold. 
Alike the better both for being old. 

But muft we then be bound in deatblefs Bands^ 
Aiid fttU obey whate'er a Friend commands ? 
Aid him to gain what he unjuftly craves ? 
No — Leave the Man, who Truth and Virtue leaves. 

Should 

^Vtjquit vauliM teturot antepQntre fstamit -■ — Vrterrima fmequt 
(ut CM vina, fUM %*ettiftgtemferunt) ejft dcbtnt juaviffiwia. 

CJc, de« Amic, § 19, 
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.i%ouId furious Catiline fome Plot devife. 

To rain Thou&nds, that himfelf might rife ; 

The Laws of Honour, Truth, and Confciencc fliow^ 

'Tis Friendfhip to the World to be his Foe* 

Or, fhouW a Friend bafely betray bis-Truft, 

To pardon him were to yourfelf unjuft : 

For, ♦ as the Wool, with Crimfon colour'd o'er. 

Never acquires its native Whitenefs more 5 

So he who breaks his Faith, will ne'er obtain 

Your Credit, nor his Innocence again. 

If otherwife he difoblige his Friends, 

^or wherc's the pcrfefl: Man, who ne'er offends F) 

Try if his Ear will kind Reproof endure \ 

And, if the Balm of Counfel work a Cure, 

O'erlook the Failure : All offend^ and live\ 

Let Fqh refifnt a Trc(pafs, Friends forgive. 

Yet let' the pardon'd Friend not, many times. 

Proceed in Folly, and repeat his Crimes. 

Tho' pureft Gold a vaft Extent will bear. 

Yet pureft Gold will break, if ftrctch'd too fir : 



. Neque amijffot cohret 



Lana rtfert medicata fuco \ 
Nee vera viriMS, cum femd exeidie, 
CufMt rep9ni deten9ribus, Ho^ <Mc 5. U^^'III* 

- ^ 

L- 4 And 
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And Friends may bear fomc Slips from Wifdom's Rule j 
But who can pardon the perMing Fool ? j 

* Among the various Caufes, that confpire 
To cool our Love, and quench the friendly Fire, 
Vile Avarice aflumes the greateft Pow'r, 
A God which bafe ignoble Souls adore : 
To pleafure him, a Tide of broken Vows 
(Needful Libations !) on his Altar flows : 
Yet, never fatisfy'd, he craves for more % 
And keeps his Votaries, in Plenty, poor; 
Who worfhips him, will break the friendly Bands^ 
Whene'er the fordid, felfifli God commands. 

Others there are, induc'd by Thirft of Praife, 
(And ev'n the greateft Men thisJPaflion fways) 
Who quit their Friends for Honours of tjie State, 
And turn their Love into the rankeft Hate. 
Nor is it Wonder thefe defert their Friends, 
Since all are Foes, who will not ferve their Ends : 

For 



* ftfiem tnim majorem effe nuUam in amid tits, quam in pleritqut pecuni^ 
eufyditatrm, in optimisquibuique bonorit certamen ^ gloria, ex qu9 inimicitiMi 
wiaximasfiepe inter amiciJlimti extitijfu Cic* de Amic, §. to. 
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For wild Ambition like a Torrent roars, 
Which, when obftroded, climbs th' oppofing Shores \ 
t *TiIl to the Top the lab'ring Flodd attains. 

Swells o'er the Banks, and foams along the Plains. 
Not but we may an honeft Fame embrace ; 
Nay, Friends fhould aid us in the glorious Chacc* 
Man has fome Principle of heav'nly Fire, 
That warms his Breaft, and prompts him to afpire j 
Wakes him to Anions of fuperior Kind, 
And keeps alive the Faculties of Mind \ 
For Sloth begets a Lethargy of Soul, 
As Want of Motion taints the clearcft Pool : 
Yet, if, too fond and covetous of Fame, 
We blow that native Spark into a Flame, 
It quickly rifes to a fiery Storm, 
And burns the Fabric 'twas defign'd to warm. 
What Bands of Nature can reftrain its Courfe ? 
What friendly Offices fupprefs its Force ? 
See how its Rage the young * Numidian fire§, 
. The worft of Children to the beft of Sires ! 
Deep, thro' his Brother's Blood, he wades his Way, 
And leaps o^er' Gratitude to Regal Stvay. 

L 5 Young 

•JlTGURTMAi 
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Young CjE8 ar'5 Tutor by his Pupil diet. 

While TuLLY falls by him he hclpM to rife ; 

Friends^ Fathers^ Brothers^ Uncles^ yield to Fate, 

To make three Tyrants infamoufly great ! 

1. 
O !. grant me, gracious Heav'n, where-e'cr I gp^ 

To be a faithful Friend, or gen'rous Foe j 

Nor let me pant fo much for empty Praife^ 

As to obtain it by diihoneft Ways j 

Nor wrong my P'riend, tho' *twere to gain a Throne^ 

Nor ruin others Fame to raife my own* 

He who is only learned in Books, will find 
A harder Leffon, when he learns Mankind ; 
A Volume gilded o'er with fmiling Art, 
Where fev^ can read the Meaning of the Heart. 
We often take our Flatterers for Friends j 
"One would fufpedl the Man who ftill commends ; 
Who, like the Sharper in the Roman?hy^ 
Or right or wrong, aflcnls to all you fay ; 
Bends here or there, which way his Lord's inclined. 
As Reeds fubmit to ev'ry diff'rent Wind, 
Nor is itftrange fuch Parafites prevail. 
When greedy iikrs devour the flatt'ring Talc : 

^WhOc 
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While Thra«o loves to hear his Praifes told, 
Gnathc will give him Praife^ and takehSs Gold. 
But you, who walk by Wifdom's fafer Rules, 
(For 'twere-but Labour loft to counfel Fools) 
Deteft the Wretch, who ne'er can Courage find 
To fpeak the genuine Diftates of his Mind ; 
Bat, like the Syrens fweet, pernicious Song, 
At once would' charm and ruin with his Tongue, 

Yet fomethcre arc, in fecial Bands ally'd. 
Who, with blunt Truths, err on the other Side ; 
Void of Good-nature, and Good-breeding too. 
They fourly cenfure every Thing you do; 
O ! never flatter ev'n a Monarch's Pride, 
Nor, with the Sternnefs of a Cynic^ chide ; 
But, when you would an erring Friend reprove. 
Let gentle Cautions (hew, the Motive's Love : 
Do not begin with Rafhnefs to exclaim ; 
But rather hint the Fault, before you blame. 
'Tis not enough your Admonition's juft y 
IPrudence muft guide it, or the Labour's loft : 
Friends ihould allure, and charm us into Senfe : 
Harfi) Counfcls not reform, but give Offence. 

L 6 Nature;, 
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Nature, impatient of fevere Reproof, 
Loves mild Indrudlion, but abhors the rough : 
As Fruits and Flow'rs improve with gentle Rain : 
But fade, if rapid Storms o'erflow the Plain. 

Some Men are Friends, w^hen Fortune fills the Sails, 
A nd wafts you on with favourable Gales ; 
But quit the tott'ring Ship, and makjc the Shore, 
When Storms defcend, and adverfe Surges roar. 
Long as in Credit j PnvW or Place you ftand. 
Their fawning, formal Friendfhip you command ; 
' With twenty Squeezes^ and a hundred Bow$^ 
As many Compliments j as many Vowsy 
l^hey fwear your Interefl: fhall be their own. 
And wifli the Time to make it better known ; 
Like falfe hot Courfers, waiting for the Chace, 
Which foam, and neigh, and proudly fp urn the Graft, 
Litentto run; but droop their jaded Creft, 
And fail you moft, when moft you want their Hafte. 

We make a P/oftitute of Friend/hip's Name, 
If only Coniphifa7ice fupports our Claim, 
And yet there are, of this polite Degree, 
Who treat )X)U ftill wiih fcrcd Civility j 

In 
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in each obliging Art fo well refin'd, 
Tho* ever falfe, they never feem unkind. 
I Not that my Mufe would Decency olFend j 
For 'tis Good-breeding polifhes a Friend : 
Nor jBiinesit lefs, with Truth and Virtue yAv! Ay 
Than comely Features with a noble Mind : 
But thofe, whofe Friendfhips moft in Speeches dwell^ 
Neglcft the Fruit, and trifle with the Shell. 
True Friendfhip more intrinfic Worth afFords, 
Deiin'd by A<9ions better than by Words ; 
A warm Affection, that can never cool. 
Concord of Mind, and Mufic of the Soul ; 
Which tunes the jarring Strings of Life to Love, 
Shews Men below, how Angels live above. 
There are in Friendfhip fuch attraftive Charms, 
It draws Efteem from thofe it never warms. 
See how * Pacuvius' tragic Scenes could move 
The People's Praifes with fidlitious Love ! 



When 

• Siui clamons tota eavea nuper in bofpitis & amid mei M, Pacwuri tiova 
fihu/a, cum, ignorante rege, uter eorum ejftt Orejles, Pylades Oreflem Je eji 
diceret, ut pro ilk mcarrtur ; Orefit% autem, it^ ut erat, Oreflem fe ejje per' 
[e^eraret f ftantes plaudebant in reJiS^ : quid ^rbitrtimur in vera fuij/ifai* 
turos f 

Cic. de Amic. §. y. 
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When on the Stage two doubtful PHnccs ftriie. 
Each feeking Death, to keep his Friend alive r 
Now Pyladis deceives the Monarch's Eye i* 
Faithful, yet fraudulent, refolves to die : 
Orestes now difplays the friendly Cheat, 
Invites the threafning Sword, and courts his Fate; 
MovM with their gen'rous Love, the Audience rofe ; 
With focial Flame each changing Bofooi glows 5 
All feel the/acred Pow'r of Friendihip's Laws, 
And the Stage rocks, and thunders with Applaufe. 

I know the Mufe may give to ibme Offence, 
(Tho* rather Men of Wit, than Men of Senfe). 
Whofe Counfel is ; " Be not cngag'd too far ;. 
«^The greateft Friendfliip brings the greateft Care : 
** Our own Concerns have Plagues enough in Store ; 
•' Who joins in Friendfliip, only makes 'em more : 
«' The Cares and Troubles, whiph your Friend cn» 

«* dures, 
«* Are all by Sympathy adopted your's/' 

What bafe, ungenerous felfifli Souls are thefe ? 
Mere Quacks, who turn ev'n Health into Difeafe 5 
And but the darkeft Side of Friendfliip find, 
To all its radiant Beams and Beauties blind. 

Two 
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Two faithful Friends, in any State^ may gam 
Comfort to heighten Joy, or Icffen Pain : 
If weighty Cares the penfive Mind invade. 
They make the Burden %ht with mutual Aid i 
If Profit, or if Pleafure chears the- Soul, 
The Bleffing's common, each enjoys the Whole i 
If Bofinefs calls them to fome diftant Place, 
Swift-pinion*dLfOve contradb die lengthened Space ^ 
Each keeps the other's Image in his Breaft, 
A.a Wax preferves the Form a Seal impreft. 

Hail, facred Frtendjhip ! by whofe chearing Ray 
All Joys increafe, without it fade away : 
Ev'n Hymen's Torch^ tho' burning e'er fo bright. 
Aided by Friend/hip^ fliines with double Light, 
This you, OCelia! by Experience find, 
Whofe Nuptial FriendYiv^s always in your Mind : 
No Length of Time, no Diftance, ever raz'd 
His lov'd Idea from your tender Breaft : 
Your friendly Flame admits of no Decays, 
But glows, unclouded, with augmented Rays, 
And makes your bridal Lamp much brighter blaze. 
That faint, pale, languid Lamp, in Age, expires j 
Except 'tis fed with Friendfhip's conftant Fires : 



} 
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Thefe tp tbc ^f^//r of our Years extend j 
And, when the L^yer cools, they warm the Friend^. 
When all the tranfient Joys of Youth are o*er. 
When all tfac Cljarms of Beauty charm no more i 
Surviving Friend/hip gives usfreih Supplies 
Of lading Blifs, and more fubftantial Joys ; 
Which fweeten all the Troubles Age has brought, = 
And make the Dregs of Life a cordiaj Draught. 



2§S; 



J[f2 Ode, prefented to their Royal High- 
nejjes the Prince ^WPrincefs ^* Wales,. 
in Richmond Gardens, on Thurfday, 
May 6, 1736. 

YE Mufcs, hail the Royal Dame, 
Whofe Charms Report excel ; 
Charms, brighter far than founding Fame, 
With all her Tongues, could tell, 

O glorious Prince ! Britannia*s Pride, 
Welcome to Richmond Seats, 
Where Nature, proud to pleafe your Bride, 
Difplays her choiceft Sweets, 

See! 



r 
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See I fragrant Beauties deck the Green, 
The Branches bloom Delight ; 

Gay Flora paints the verdant Scene, 
To charm your Confort*s Sight. 

Hear ! how the featherM warbling Throng. 

Congratulate your Fair ! 
Not more melodious .was their Song 

To the J!r/i wedded Pair. 

That Pair^ in Edertj ne*er rcpos*i 
Where Groves more lovely grew ; 

Thofe Groves, ii> Eden^ ne'er inclos'd 
A lovelier Pair, than YOU. 

You ! happier than the former 9w^, 

Have nobler Tafks aiBgn'd : 
*Twas Theirs to curfe the World ; but You- 

Were born to blefs Mankind. 
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The Two Beavers. A F a b^ l e. 

5^ I 1 Were well, my Friend, for human kind, 

X Would cv^ry Man his Bus^nefs mind r 
In his own Orbit always movet 
Nor blame» nor tnvy thoreaboi^e. 

A Beaver, well advanced in Age, 
Hy long Experience rendered fage. 
Was ficiird in all the ufeful Arts^ 
And juftly deem'd a Bcaft of Parts ; 
Which heapply'd (as Patriots (bould) 
In cultivating publick Good. 

This Beaver on a certain Day, , 
A friendly Vifit went to pay 
To a young^ Coufin, pert and vainji, 
Who often rov'd about the Plain.: 
With evVy idle Beaft conferred. 
Hearing, and telling what he heard« 



The 
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The vagrant Youth was gone from home, 
When tb' ancient Sage approach'd his Dome f. 
Who each Apartment view'd with Care, 
But found each wanted much Repair. 
The Walls were cract'd, decay'd the Doors, 
The Corn lay mouldy on the Floors ; 
Thro' gaping Crannies rufli'd amain 
The bluft'ring Winds, with Snow and Rain \ 

The Timber all was rotten grown, 

tn ibort, the Houfe was, tumbling down> 
The gen'rous Beaft, by Pity fway'd, 
Grkv*d to behold it thus decayed ; 
And while he mourn'd the tatter'd Scene^ 
The Mafter of the Lodge came in» 

The firft Congratulations o'er. 
They reft recumbent on the Floor \ 
When thus the young conceited Beaft: 
His Thoughts impertinent exprefs'd. 

I LONG have been furprizM to find. 
The Lion grown fo wond'rous kind 
To one peculiar fort of Beafts, 
While he another fort detefts % 

Hia 
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His royal Favour chiefly falls ' 

Upon the Species of Jack-alk. 
They (hare the Profits of his Throne^ 
He fmiles on them, and tjiem alone. 
Mean while the Ferret's ufeful Race 
He fcarce admits to fee his Face ; 
Traduc'd by Lies and ill Report, 
' They're banifh'd from his regal Court,. 
And counted, over all the Plain, 
Oppofers of the Lion's Reign. 

Now I conceiv'd a Scheme laft night. 
Would doubtlefs fet this Matter right ; 
Thefe Parties fliould unite togetii<r j- 
The Lion partial be to neither. 
But let them both his Favours (hare. 
And both confult in Peace and War. 
This Method (were this Method try'i)- 
Would fpread politick Bafis wide,. 
And on a Bottom broad and flrong. 
Support the focial Union long ■ 
But, Uncle, Uncle, much I fear,- 
Some have abus*d the Lion's Ear j 
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f He liftens to the Leopard's Tongue ; 
f That curfed Leopard leads him wrong 2 
Were he but banifh'd far away . 1 
You doa^ attend to what I fay ! 

Why really, Couz, the Sage rejoinM, 
.' ^he Rain and Snow, and driving Wind, 
I Beat thro' with fuch prodigious ForcCf 

It made me deaf to your Difcourfe* 
^ Now, Couz, were my Advice purfu'd, 

gdnd fure I mean it for your Good) 
,JMethinks you (hould this Houfe repair; 
[ ';Be this your firft and chiefeft dre, 

"Your Skill the Voice of Prudence calls 

To ftop thefe Crannies in the Walls, 
. And prop the Roof before it falls. 
\ •' If you this needful Tafk perform. 

You'll make your Manfion dry and warm j 

And we may then converfe together, 

ficcure from this tempeftuous Weather. 



} 
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CONTENTMENT. 

FArewell afpiring Thoughts, no more 
My Soul (hall leave the peaceful Shore, 
To iiil Ambition's Main ; 
Fallacious as the Harlot's Ki£sy 
You promife me uncertain Biifs^ 
And give me certain Pain. 

A BEAUTEOUS Profpeft firft you fiiew. 
Which, ere furvey'd, you paint anew. 

And paint it wond'rous pleafant : 
This in a third is quickly loft ; 
Thus future Good we covet moft. 

But nc*cr enjoy the prefcnt. 

Deluded on from Scene to Scene, 
We never end, but flill begin, 

By flattering Hope betray 'd j 
I'm weary of the painful Chace, 
Let others run this endlefs Race, 

To catch a flying Shade, 



Let 
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} Z^£T Others boaft their ufelefs Wealth ; 

iHare I not Honefty and Health \ 
^ Which Riches cannot ^ive ? 
t Let others to Preferment foar, 
5 ,And, changing Liberty for Pow'r, 
\^ In golden Shackles live. 

^Tis time, at length, I fhould be wife, 
r Tis time to feek fubftantial Joys # 
Joys out of Fortune's Pow*r : 
health, Honours, Dignities and Fame, 
I Are Toys the blind capricious Dame 
Takes from us ev'ry Hour. 




ft 



Come, confcious Virtue, fill my Breaft, 
And bring Content, thy Daughter, drcfs*d 

In ever-fmiling Charms : 
Let facred Friendfliip too attend ; 
A Friendfliip worthy of my Friend, 

Such as my L-ffiLius warms. 



With 



> 
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With thefe Til in my Bofom make 
A Bulwark Fortune cannot fhzkcj^ 

Tho' all her Storms^arife ; 
Look down and pity gilded Slaves^ 
Defpife Ambition's giddy Knaves^ 

And wifh the Fools were wife.* 



F T N 2 S. 
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